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THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
Chinese Pirates ! 


segpyy IP Pie PIP” 
Pp Rilly Bunter stuttered. 
His Tat face, which had been 


owing red sa the Blazing sun 

shino of tho China Sea, had suddenly 
10 palo. 

Pinsip-pirates ” Bunter got it out 

“Datla Seu say pip-pep pip-prrates™ 


he 
pirates, 


old fat bean! 
walk ‘the plank?” 
“Oh lor!” 


Get ready to 


A minute ago Billy Bunter’s thoughts 
had been concentrated on lunch, He 
had, been wondering whether ail the 
clocks, chronometers, and watches on 
board’ the yacht Silver Star were not 
slow. Ho felt an inward premonition 
that it was lunch-time. 
‘Now ho forgot lunch ! 
Harry Wharton & Co., standing ty 
tho rail, wore staring acrdss the shinitye 
waters,’ “Ahead of the gliding yache 
were two Chinese junks—one to port and 
one to starboard. 

imsy-looking. craft as they were to 
Kuropean oyes, they sailed well. ‘They 
wore gliding down before the wind 
towards the Silver Star, . 

Distant as they were as yet, it could 
bo seen that they were crowded with 
men. 

They were twomasted junks, with 
big, bollying sails painted with strange 
devices in many colours. Tho men who 
crowded them wero arn 


fellows ! 
dido_you really think 


you Rasped 


thoy’ re. pip-pip: 
‘they’ seem to havo 

»" remarked, Bran! 
Hla, bo, ha ae 
“Pip-pip-pirates !"" gasped Bunter. 
“et your ten to, one said Johnny 
Bull choorfully.““Thero, have always 


rn Bunter the 
‘Nugent. 


‘heen pirates in the China Sea; and moro 
thay ever since China became a, jolly 
old republic. ‘They're pirates all right.” 


i 
“Plenty. pilato? faid Wun’ bing 
softly. “'S'poseo they corey along this 
ship. killy evelybody.” 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter. “I—T 
hd I was back at Greyfriars! Oh 
Tar 

Harry Wharton & Co. watched the 
two janks, net appearing unduly 
slatmed.. One look at tho calm, n= 
moved face of Ferrers Locke was onough 
to reassure them. Both the Baker 
Street detective and Mr. Green, the 
mate, were gazing towards the Chinese 
junks. For everyone on board realised 
that tho swift steam-yacht could show 
a clean pair of heels to the fastest junk 
in the China Sea—everyone except 
Bunter, : 

‘As yet, however, the Silver Star was 
keepiig” on. her’ course, northward 
towards distant Tone Kone. 

‘Unless she changed hor course sho 
would pass between the two junks, and 
it was clear that they intended to close 
in on her. 3 

‘Phe chums of the Greyfriars Remove 
felts thrill, ‘There could be no doubt 
that "tho. fleroolooking” crews of tho 
junks, armed to the toeth, were pirates; 
and no doubt that if they succeeded in 
getting alongside tho Silver Star 
swarms of yellow demons would over- 
helm the yacht. It was tho juniors’ 
frat experiones of pirates; and it was, 
perhaps, more thrilling than pleasant. 

“TT say, you fell 
ab be ext to: pieces 

‘Tue Macser Lipnars 


3, we—we shall 


HARRY WHARTON & CO.’S MOST THRILLING ADVENTURE— 


“IT wish I hadu’t come to. China! 
Old Queleh in the Form-room is better 
than this! Oh dear! You beasts, what 
did you bring me here for?” 
“Couldn't help it.” griuned Bob 


“TT aay, you fellows, co-can’t we ron 
away?” "gasped. Bunter. 

"Run away?” repeated Rob, “Fancy 
a, Bunter” suggesting running away! 
Think of the record of tho Bunters in 


glue, and the War! Think of all those Victoria 
se cea terri Bunter lamily bagged. bythe bushel? 
Pee ge ore e rar 
oe 
beasts” gasped Bunter, his little round unter." We cH 


eyes, bebind bis, big, room 
goggling at the junks. 
FGcite that "said Bob. “Not much 
chance for us, if it comes to a scrap! 
Still, weree got you, Banter 1” 
“You camo out to China wi 


“Ha, ha, ba!” 

“What-a-at do they do, then?” askea 
Benter. 

“They 
sworde——~” 


slice vou with enormous 


“Saxo us, Bunter !” chuckled Nugent. 


“Oh erikoy !” 
Billy Bunter 


roaned Bunter. “Ow! 
iad declared, many = “And chuck you overboard——" 


time and oft, that he had come with “Wow!” 
the Greyfriars party to protect them. “In small piecee—” 
But at the present moment he did not“ Yaroooh!” 


seem keen on protecting. anybody. “That makes it easier for the sBarks 
Gils fat jew dropped and ‘hie cyes to clear up the mess!” explained Bob 

fe'bllnted st the approaching junk,” COR cries? 1-1 here 

1 blinked at the 9 janks, “Oh erikey'! IAT say, is there, am 
‘Bunter ‘was thinking of his own fat land near? Couldn't we' swim er 

skin—tho most precious skin in the wide “Not a bad idea,” suid Bob. “Slip 

universe, from’ the point of view of 

Witham George Buster. 


into the sea before’ they get to us and 
swim for Hong Kong.” 
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GRIPPING YARN BY FRANK RICHARDS! 


Billy Bunter rolled away to 
the companion. Bob looked 
round. 

“Here, Bunter! Don’t go 
below!” Wo want you to 
protect us 1” 

Billy Bunter did not answer, 

a ae 
_ Whilo the chums of the Remove con. 
tinued ° to" watch. the pirato. junk 
William Gorge Bunter vas seeking 
hiding'placo, and ho was geoking it fe 
hurry. “As a'rulo, Bunter liked tho limo. 
light aad had no objection Yo say sort 
of publicity. 

“Just at present he proferred to make 
bimsolf’ af amaall as posible. His one 
hope was that, when the Chinese pirates 
swarmed ovse ‘the yacht they would 
overlook that most important person on 
Yoard Te would bo emul, ng doubt if 
the Groyfriare party woro sliced into 
small pivcos. But th really pressing 
matior was that Bunter should not be 
Hi 


Billy Bunter dived out of sight into 
the intorior ‘of tho yacht—and he dived 
cep! 


‘THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Lett Bebind I 


ERRERS LOCKE glanced at the 
group of juniors at the rail and 
smiled. 

Tho two junks, crammed with 
yollow-skinned rufhuns, to whom blood 
athed and slaughtor were tilling, inci 
dents, drew closer and closer. Cruel 
faces’ could be discerned; and the 
gleam of slanting eyes, tho glitter of 
hiany weapons. But there was no sign 
of fink among the Greyfriars fellows. 
‘They watched tho packed Chineso in the 
junks coolly, and if they felt an inward 
tremor of uneasiness, ther did not show 
it, What Locke's intentions were tho 


Hong Kong, the gateway to the Mysterious East, 
miles.” looms strange and awe-inspiring before the eyes 
of the Greyfriars Adventurers, But more awe- 
inspiring still, looms the black, menacing 
shadow of the terrible “Red Dragon’ Tong, 


juniors did not know; but they had 
faith in his good judgment. And they 
were not afrai 7 4 

“Your first sight of Chincse pirates, 
my boys!” said the quiet voice of the 
Baker Stroct detective. 

‘Wharton glanced round ut him. 

“Then they are pirstes, Mr. Locke!” 
ho asked. 


“The Chinese are a 
Peaccablo raco and hate war; set 
Chinese pirates have always been famed 
for their ferocity. I doubt whethey a 
man would be left alive, if those 
scoundrels obtained # footing on tho 
yacht.” 

“We'd jolly woll give ‘em a tussle!” 
said Bob Cherry sturdily. 

“Ths tusslefulness would 
said Hi 


not come to that,” said 
Ferrers Locke. “Tho junks are fast, 
but the Silver Star can steam at least 
two knots to their one.”” 

ro ahead of us,”” said Bob. 


ccep on. they will lose in on 
ug, one on cach side. It looks as if 
that is their game. 


“That is their game. But we chall 
change our, course’ as soon ts necdful 
‘At present.” added Locke, with a laugh, 
Sy am tantalising them,” “It is rather 
amusing to give then ‘the impzesion 
Plat we are steaming sight imo their 
jams, only to slip thr fr fingers 
hed they feel ste of a 


Tho juniors laughed, too. 
“Moreover, I wish’ to hayo  cloce 
jew of them,” said Locke. “They are 
Chinese pirates, and in the present 
tarbed state of’ China piracy is on the 
increase. ‘There are many pirates in 
the China Sca, the Yellow Sea, and the 
Canton River’ and the Yangiso-kiong. 
But I think that the rogues yonder are 
pirates. I think we owe 
neo to our old friend the 


eselaimed Wharton, 
“Ibis fairly clear that they know this 
‘and that they hav 


en looking 

Waiting for its here in the lonely 

‘of tho China Sea. T do not 
think this is a chance mecting. Unless 
Lam mistaken, those junks belong to 
tho Canton River, And they aro a vory 
unusually great | distance from  theit 
native haunts.” 

“Oh, I suppose there's a difference 
between one junk and another?” said 
Bob. “To mo they'ro just junks.” 

Locke smiled. 

“Thero ara’ many , 

inks,” he said: “and if these. junks 

long to the Canton River, it is very 

probable that they have been dispatched 
by ‘Tang Wang to look for us." 

tinkee,” said Wun 

co tluth | 


Lung, 
‘Sunk 


“Wun Lung is right,” said Locke. 
se junks are tou-shting, well known 
on the river of Canton. It is very un 
commen for the tou-shun to be scen £0 
far out at sea, ‘This is tho lost attempt 
of the mandarin to get at Wun Lung on 
his way bome, Ho failed in 
England, in France, on tho 
Mediterrancaa, in tho Red 
Bee. and at Singapore, | Ho 
will fail in the China, Soa. 
The juniors watched the 
junks again, ‘They had not 
at first. thought, of them in 
connection with ‘Tang Wang, 
the mandarin who was chiel 
of the Red Dragon tong. 
Blany times during a 
voyage of noarly: ten thousand miles the 
emistarios of the mandarin had sought 
the life of tho Chinese junior, So far, 
Ferrers Locke had brought him safely 
through, and the end of the long voyage 
phroaching now. 
was tho last blow of the 1 
darin—an attack by Chinese pirate 
tho wide waters of the China Sea, 
ike a spidor in his web, the man- 
darin sat in his yamen in’ an’ inland 
city of Kwang-tung, pulling the stri 
Blow after, blow liad been struck 
of tho tong, in Europe and 
a; but in Ferrers Leeko the man: 
Garin scomed to have met his match 
Ferrers Locke turned away, after a 
Jast long look at tho Canton junks, and 
ied Bir. Green. In the clear, sharp 
sunlight tho juniors could “make out 
many, faces on the junks, and even di 
Tooke of an 
junks glided 
the 


agents 
A 


pal 
swiftly, 
painted sails bellying out to their full 
extent, and showing the strango figures 
painted on them in red and blue. 


longsido 
fiver St 


‘And 
wing vers nea now. 

With startling “swiftness. the 

Star changed her course. Her sta 

Side wes, turned to the approxe 

jenks. and she steamed away westy 

Yowards the distant coast of Anna, far 

out of sight under the rim of the ss. 
‘Tue Magser Lisesny.—No. 1,161. 
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Immediately the painted sails shifted, 
the junks changing their course to cut 
the Jacht off froin tha west. come 
down swittly before the wind, side by 
side now, like dogs rushing down on to 
a stag. 

But the Silver Star, going full steam 
head, dropped them fast behind. ‘The 
Juniors had to took back now to watch 
tho enemy. They caught tho gloam of 
ther blades in the sunshino, brandished 
in rage, as the piretes saw their 
escaping. In ten minutes the two 
wera dead astern, and tho figures on 
board them could no donger be dis 
tinguished. 

Lower and lower the painted sails 


sank as tho yacit rustied on to tho west, 
lower and Tower, till they were merely 
specks on the sea. ore 

joing- going —” said Bob Cherry. 
jono!” said Wharton. % 
‘Tho gonefulness is terrific!” 


The painted sails had sunk out of Un 


sight. "Far astern, whether still. pur- 
suing or not, the junks had disappeared 
bolovs the sca-ling, and the yacht turned 
‘oni moro to. the northward, and 
cherned on her way to Hong Kong. 


THE THIRD CHAPTER, 
Playful Pirates 1 
‘ HERE'S Bunter?” 


“Must bo ill” said Jobany Bs 
“Nothing else would make his miss 
lunch.’ 
"Punter! Bunter 
Lunch was on the table, and tho 
shams, of th 
coady for it. H 
had remained on deck till ¢l 
junks dropped out of sight astern. They 
fad rather apected to find Billy Bonter 
"going it” alecady, But Dilly Bunter 
was not to be seen, and they called him. 


in vai 
Chorry chuckled. 

fat chump's hidden himself 
tomowhere,”” bé said. "Ho scuttled 
down to hide while we were watching 
tho junks. Fat lot of good it, would 
havo dono, him if thoso beggars had got 
out board 

“The hidefulness, of the preposterous 
Bunter is terrific,” remarked Hurree 
Jainget Rom Singh, “Let the esteemed 
and fatheaded Bunter get on with it, my 
ubsurd chums, while wo havo lunch,” 
‘Good, egg” agreed Bob. “Servo 
him right for being such’ a blessed 
tunkt Em hungry, Let's” 

‘And the Famous Five and Wun Lung 
sat down to lunch with Fe 
Thoy had looked, into the state-rooms, 
but had seen nothing of Dunter there. 
Where he was hiding was rather 3 
mystery. | As there was no danger—and, 
in fact, had not been any danger in 
reality—it was rather entertaining to 
think of Bunter buried in some hidden 
retreat, missing, his lunch. Byidently 
Bunter was under tho wnpression that 
the danger was very closo and pressing, 
OF he would never have missed a meal. 
If ho was too funky to remember lunch, 
his state of funk must have been, as 
Hurreo Singh remarked, terrific. 

Lunch as over, and still Bunter had 
not put in an appearance. Possibly he 
imagined that by that time tho yacht 
twas in possession of the pirates, and 
dared not show so much as a fat nose. 

Ferrers Locke went back to tho deck. 
But tho juniors decided to look for 


Bunter, 
“Weld etter root, him out,”” 
“Hoo can't stay hidden 


romarked Bob. 
‘Tue Macxet Limmany.—No. 1,181, 


awey without grub till we get to Hon; 
aE. But where is he?” . 


where. Let’s hunt him.” 
‘The Famous Five went along the 
state-rooms. 


into Buntor's room. th 


t it 
‘They bad looked in before lunch, with- 
out seeing Bunt But now | 
looked more carefully, and they grinne 
as they looked. : 

In a corner of the little cabin was a 
heap of bedelothes and other clothes, 
which looked as if it had been throws, 
there carelessly. 

Possibly a Chinese pirate, searchi 
tho yacht for victims, might have faile 
to take any heed of that heap, or to 
suspect that there was noyono hidden 

lerneath it. Bub if 50, he would 
certainly have been no grest shakes a3 
‘= pirate. For from under a corner of 
the heap, a foot 
Pithowt ike knowledge fi owner 

mnter. was completely rom 
tight, but as Bunter’s foot was there, 
it was only reasonable to infer thot the 
rest of Bunter was not far away. 
aoh so, aC marmared, Bot 
in't hea opt Ain't he a 
jolly old fox when it comes to real 
‘cunning? Don't make « row! Bunter’s 


expecting pirates, and it's » pity to 
Sitppoly fan ralk Chinese for bitn 
ear.” 


“How the thump are we -to talk 
Chinese, whea we’ ‘dost "snow ay 


‘The juniors chuckled. 
Bob Cherry suddenly tramped into 
the stateroom with a beavy tramp that 
almost shook the floor. 
“Ki kum kool!” be sbouted. 
‘Theory was a sudden wriggle 
I 


in tho 
of the 


ple cover, 
jook!” roared Johnny 
into the gamo. 


shouted Nugent, 
‘Ghunky dunk yelled Wharton, 
‘Thero was a terrified gasp from under 
the heap of clothes. 
If Billy Bunter hed had any doubt as 
to whethor the yacht bad been captured 
by pirates, that doubt would Lave been 


banished now, when he heard the piratos 
‘Chinese only a few foot 


shouting in 
from him, 
Certai 


being in ly Bunte 

knew n0 moro of Chinese than he did 

of Sanskrit or Hebrew. It was Chinese 

engugh for him! 
1s 


Hang. bang 
Chine” shouted Nugent. Tong ting 

ae Gaslon,_ Coal 
‘Annam, Tibet, Foo-chow, Shantung.” = 


‘Another wriggle from the heap of 
bedclothes, “Certainly a pircic would 
not bave been left ia any doubt that 
somebody wes there. 

Prag) Fae or 
Se -panky-bang I” 
“Ow! camo in « gzsp, muflled by th. 
bedelothes iain 
© and burt into © roar of 


rotruded, evidently to, 


THE MAGNET 


08 
T'm not bere! Help!” 
bat 
Bunter rolled out into viow. He did 
not, for the moment, realise that the 
juniors were in the cabin. ‘Their roars 
Of Iughter was, to bis terrified ears, 
joreid laughter of ferocious pirates 
who had found a victim. Ho sprawled 
a his fat knees and yelled. 
“I sag! Yarooogh! “Mercy! Help! 
Koop off! D-d-don’t alico mol Oh! 
Yarooogh] Go aay! Oh dear! Help!” 


Hi, ha ba yolled th 
Ow! Meroy 1” Wow!” 
You silly asa” roared Bob Cherry. 
Ha, ba, hal” 

Bunter blinked up at them. His eyos 
almost. jurm ough bis spectacles, 
Hi stared et them dumbfounded. 


hho gasped. 

ld fut bean! We're not going 
fat bean 

hold tap e'ro not going 

“Ha, be, bal” 


ing in 

"Ha, ba, bal” 

“I say, ‘you fellows, shut that door! 
Bolt it!” ‘shrieked Bunter. “I. say, 
they were here e moment ago, I heard 
be, rere, 


“You fat 
“There 


beasts” gasped Buntor, 
in on i tal 


“Buntes” velly fat 
chuckled Wun Lung. 
“Oh dear! You~you rotters ” gasped 
Bunter. “I—I thought—I—I mean, 1 
didn’t think anything of the kind! I~I 
knew it was you fellows all along.” 
Phy BY hat I” li 1 
iT was just pulling your leg, you 
know! Todaro aay “you thought T 


was scarod 

y wo did!” chuckled Bob, 
aay, you fellows, what about 
Bunter rememberod that ho 
was hungry now, _ He rolled to the door, 
and, paused. | * lows, 
you're sure there 


ole funkee !” 


i= 


oe 

Billy Buntor rolled away ip, search 
of Tate lunch, And Harry Wharton 
& Co. went chuckling on deck, leaving 
Billy’ Bunter packing away tho food- 
stuffs with bis usual disregard for tho 
Plimsoll line, 


THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Typhoon ! 


“ LIFE on the ocean wave!” 
A“ 

“A home on the rolling 

“Where your dinners won't behave—" 


“Groogh!” 
“ And the Sshes got them cheap!” 
“ Whoooob I” 


Bob Cherry was singin pe to 
gheor Buntor. Bunter did not scem to 
be choered. "He was past cheering, 


EVERY SATURDAY 


‘The China Sea had looked as smooth 
as glass when Bunter had tucked into 
dinnor, But the China Sea was decep- 
tive. ‘That sea, famed for its sudden 
and treacherous storms, was not to be 
trusted. Bunter had ‘trusted it~and 
now, stretched in his berth, he repented 
him’ of his trust. 

Wt had been” a blazing afternoon, 
Towards evening it grow hotter instoad 
of cooler, or so it scomed to the breath 
lea, “teboolboss on board the Silver 
Sta. 

"Pho sca was calm; o shining lake 
under tho blaze of the sun. Not o 
breath of wind fanned the cheeks of the 
juniors as they stood on deck. But 
‘out of tho far north-east there came o 
low moaning sound, and without being 
told, they knew ‘that it portended 
trouble. 

Ferrers Locke’s face was grave. Mr. 
Green's jaws wore clamped shut,” Th 
saw Rawson, the steward, put his head 
gut, and vanish promptly below again. 
‘The men on deck had 
‘a subdued quictness in 


their manner, and all 
eyes turned’ to the 
north-east. 


in that dizstion the 
sky wee growing blac 
From the amidst of ti 


the moaning seemed 


.. 
“Ferrers Locke came 
towards the juniors, 
‘and thoy looked at him 


inguitingly. 
Ferorim coming, 
sin?” askod Harry. 
“Typhoon (” said 


Locke briefly. ‘3 
The chums of Groy- 
friars “folt Gun, 
‘hey had heard of the 
sudden and terrible 
typhoons of tho East- 
¢rn" seas—storms that 
leave wreck and ruin 
in their wake. 
‘coming down 
from the north- 
east,” said Lock 
“You may have 
noticed that. we havo 
changed course a few 
ints to the eastward. 
is 


to keop the 
head to the 
typhoon. We shall run 
straight into it—that is 
the safest way. You 
boys, had better go 


low. 
"IE you- think best, 


_— 

“T do!” said Locke. 

“Very well!” 

‘The juniors gare last, look round 
at the darkening horizon. ‘The moan of 
tho appronching wind was changing to 
a howl. ‘Tho smoothness of tho glassy 
sea was suddenly broken, and the water 
chopped round tho yacht. — Harry 
Wharton & Co. would have preferred to 
Jomain on deck; but Locke's wish was 
Jaw to thom, and. they went quiotly 
below. Tt was obvious that there was 
dsnger for alll on deck; 
clear enough that there was danger for 
all on board, above or below. They 
Hoard the hatches battened down after 
thom. 

“Q, listen to the band!” said Bob 
Gherty, os a wild yell of wind came sud- 
donly’ like the voices of a thousand 
unchained demons. 

‘Tho Silver Star seetned to leap alinost 
from the, water. 

‘Tho typhoon had struck the yacht. 

0h crumbs 1” ejaculated Johany Bull, 


deed, it was 


ey Mo 


‘The yacht gave # sudden 
of the 


as he went sliding along the saloon 
“ogee ce 

Grashl Crash! Bump! ‘Thump! 

Everything that was loose was rolling 
and tumbling. 

‘Tho juniors caught hold of tho nearest 
fixed objects, and held on. It scemed 
to them that the ship was rising under 
their feet, like a horse rearing on its 
hind legs’ ‘They seomed to hear stout 
timber ‘crack, and steel plates ring, 
under the crash as the typhoon struck 
them. ‘Through the roar of the wind 
and the waves came the throbbing of 
the engines, going at full pressure. 
‘They heard’ the wash of mighty seas 
breaking over the deck above. 

“Oh crumbs!” Bob Cherry clung to 
the table and gasped. “So this 1s a 
giddy typhoon! Some wind !* 

‘Boats the hurricane wo had in the 
ferranean |” gasped Wharton. 
“Justa few” 


‘The Silver Star rocked and pitched, 


dancing almost like a cork. But sho 

held steadily on, head to the storm, 

which would havo rolled her over like 

& turtle had it struck hor broadside. 

Hah f8% YOU fellowal” Yor-ow-ow! 
cipt 

Bunter’s howl mingled with the howl 
of the storm. 

‘The fat junior had been taking his 
ease on the settes after dinner, Now 
ho had rolled off, and was skidding 
about the oor ‘ot the saloon like @ 

‘He clutched at the log of a chair and 
carried it along with him, with a crash 

‘Phen he hurtled into the juniors, and 
clutched hold of two of them with frantic 
‘latches. 

“You ally owl gesped N 

“You silly owl!” gasped Nugent. 
“Hold on to somothing—” 

“Ow! Help!” 

Bunter hold on—to Nugent. He had 
2 good grip on Nugent's leg, and he did 
not let go. His other hand grasped Bob 


5 


Cherry's hair, which ho had tortunatel 
feached, Bob did not seem to think it 
Ho roared. 
Leggo, you vi 


“Ow! 
“Help me, you beasts! 


in 
Grogogh t 
T'm g-egoing to bo sick! Wow! 
Groooogh ”* 
“Oh dear! Roll lhim to his berth!” 
gasped Wharton. 

the Famous Five gathored roand 
Bunter, and, somehow, got him to his 
state-room and rolled him into his bunk. 

‘Bunter collapsed there. 

All the dinners he had caten, ono 
after another, were sorely troubled now. 
‘They seemed’ to be in violent disagree: 
ment with one another, and with tho 
typhoon. . 

‘rom Bunter’s bunk came horrid 
sounds of soo. 

“It_was then that Bob Cherry started 
singing. Bob's cheery spirits did not 
‘seem affected by the uprone of the storm. 
He hold on to the doorway of Bunter's 
room. swaying with the motion of the 


iteh and Billy Bunter slid forward. Crash! He bumped into the mate 
‘Star, and sent him sprawling on the deck ! 


d lifted up his powerful voice 
Iry with the typhoon. 
Bunter) gurgled and groaned ond 


“A life on tho ocean wave-—” 


“Ob, shut up!” moaned Bunter. 
“Ow!’ Oh dear! What, was T idiot 
‘enough to come to sea for? Ow! Wow! 
T'wish T'was on shore! Wow! If it 
wasn't for you beasts I should be, safo 
at Groyfriars. now! Oh crikeyt 
Ocoooooch 1” 

“A home on the rolling decp—" 

«Uurrrrergh |” 


Bonter! It won't last 


wD 

“These typhoons don’t last long,” said 
Bob, “Half an hour or an hour——' 
‘Lae Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,181. 


“Ow1 Groooogh! Oooach! Ooo-er I" 
Bunter moaned and could not be com- 
forted. Tho avvful state of bie unhappy 
inside drove oven the thought of danger 
from bis mind. Indeed, in his present 
tiste, a sudden plunge to the bottom of 
the sea might have come as relief 
‘Bob clambered bask to. the saloon. 
The floor was at a dilfercnt angle every 
moments Eee 
Jolly, ain't it?” gasped Bob. 
“ho jollituinoss “is truly terrific!” 
panted Hurree Jamsct Ram Sing. 
Tes a jolly old experienc” sald Bob, 
“We shall be able (0 tell the fellows at 
Greyfriars that we've been through = 
typhoon” 
We ain't through yet!” grunted 
Jenny Bull ietairad 
we're coming through all right! 
Tho Sliver Star's a oly ‘good 
the 


Bron tien stem to stern, 
_ 80 terrific was tho shock that the 
juniors were torn from their hold, and 
wont sprawling helplessly along the 
floor. 

“Gh crumbs 

“What the thump—" 

Harry Wharton scrambled to his foet. 
‘Tho juniors, bumped and bruised, 
sorted themselves out, 

“Phat was a collision” breathed 
Wharton. “We ran into somethine—” 

‘Thoy listened intently. Tho roar of 
tho storm filled their ears with deafon- 
ing noise, For long minutes they won- 
dered whether tho yacht was sinking 
under their fect. ‘To see what was goiny 
fon was impowible. ‘The ports were all 
securely closed, and outside was only 
the blackness of tho storm. and the froth- 
ing of tho tossing sea. They could only 
wait with thumping hearts, 
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id saloon 


erashed 


juniors hardly cared to think. Some 
hapless junk or sampan, caught in the 
typhoon, had ‘idently the 


yacht’s bows et @ fatal moment. The 
prow of the Silver Stor had struck it 
fair and square, and the vessel, whatever 
it was, must have gone to the bottom. 

Whether tho yacht had been damaged 
by the collision they could not tell. If 
she was damaged nothing could be dono 
till the typhoon had blown itself out. 
But it secined to them that the strug- 
gling of the Silver Star was more 
laboured, that her speed was diminished, 
and that tho heavy cas struck her and 
swept over her with more terrific force. 
In the electric light that burned in the 

‘tho faces of tho Greyfriars 

schoolboys showed pale. 

But the yacht still floated and still 
fought the storm, and they held on 
and waited with beating hearts, 


‘THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Alter the Typhoon ! 


letcctive’s 


ae tao eked, 
, my boys.” he sai 
‘old’ typhoon's “over?” 


“The jolly 
asked Bob. 
“Or I should not be here,” said Locke, 


omiling. “Yoo, it is over, though the 
sea ia, still very wild. You may go on 
deck if you like.” di 

“Did—did we run into something, 
sir?” asked Wharton hesitating. 
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Tt wae @ Chinese junk,” said Locke, 


Fortunately, wo struck if head on, and 
wo must bave cut it in two. Tt went 
down like « stone. It was, of course, 


impossible to make any attempt to save 
anyone.” 2 

‘Tho juniors looked at him. Locke 
spoke with perfect calmness, as if the 
matter had oot affected him in any 
way, 

“‘Phe—tho men on board the junk?” 
said Nugent. 

“Not one of, them ean have survived,” 
said Locke. “But as it happened, ver 
fortunately, I had a glimpse of the jun! 
as we struck her and recognised her. 
‘You need have no regrets for the crew— 
it was one of the pirate junks that inter- 
cepted us to-day.” 

“Oh 1" exclaimed the juniors, 

“No doubt they wero still looking for 
us, after wo had shaken them off by 
changing our course,” said Locke, “and 
this one was thrown across our bows by 
the typhoon. She went down with all 
on board; but we need not regret that 
tho earth has been cleared of a crew of 
savage cutthroats. in our presont 
stato, T am only too glad to think that 
wo haye been relieved of such an 


enemy.” 
“Then tho yacht is damaged?” asked 


Harry. : 

Locke nodded. 

“T boliovo that some plates hat 
started, forward; and we have sprung 
a leak, Probably the damage is not 
‘serious; but wo shall soon ascertain ‘its 
extent. It will mean delay, but I hope 
nothing worse than that.” 

‘The juniors went on deck, 

Thero lenty of sign: 

vo docks. Tho I 


been 


‘a high, and o 
wind blew out of the north-east. 

‘was grey; but thero was a red 
glimmer of sunset in the west. No sail 
{has to be eeen on the sea.” On all sides 
aie peat eye but the wild waste 
of grey tumbling waters. 

Wen,” said bob Cherry, “it was a 
jolly old experience, but I don’t want 
another like it.” 


'No fear I’ 

“ We've been through typhoon in the 
Chine Soa!” said Nugent. “But 1 
think I'd rather read about the next, 
in the study at Greyfriars.” 

“The rathertulness is torzi.” 

“We're not making much way now,” 
said Harry. “I fancy, there's a. good 
deal of water got in, ‘Thoy’ro rigging 
‘ho pump already. But I suppose we're 
Tugky to bese come through 10 wall” 

“No doubt about thet,” said Johnny 
Bull. Ho scanned the’ tumblin 
with a keen oye. “Is that o sail?” 

aks like @ sea-bird ” 

“T's a sail!” said Barry, after a few 
moments. “I fancy it’s a junk, ‘They 
must have had a worse timo than we 
had in the typhoon.” 

heard a sudden exclamation 
from Mr, Green, Ho was. standing 
wth tho binoculars fixed on tho distant 
sail 

“By gual” 

Ferrers Locke came back to tho deck. 
Mr. Green handed the binoculars to 
him, with @ muttered word. | 

‘The Baker Street detective looked 
long and earnestly. sre 

fhen he lowered the glasses, his lips 


strony 
The 


wea 
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wore compressed, and he gave tho mate 
: 


nod. - 
“You aro right, Green,” he said 
auiotly. = 
“Thore’s no, doubt, sir?” 
“Nono!’ It is the other junk.” 
“By gum!” said Mr. Green, with a 
whistle,” "I reckon we're lucky. that 
of them went down under our bows, 
‘but the other——" Ho whistled 
“This afternoon we Walked 
vay from’ those swabs, but now—” 
Keep. the pumps working,” said 
Ferrers Locke calmly. “We cannot 
make any speed until the leak 
thas beon found and stopped. At the 
present moment sails have the ad- 
Vantago over steam. But we ar very 
far from being at the end of our tether 
yet.” 


Baker Stroct detective went 

uiskly to tho engine-room hateh. 
Harry Wharton & Cos turned their eyes 
‘again on tho approaching junk, 

Tt waa coming down before the wind, 
growing larger and olearer every 
eat over the, junk Eth 

‘over the junk wore signs of the 
omage dono by the typhoon. Ono of 
‘tho masta was gone, spars and riggin 
torn and rent, “Foro and af cs 
starboard, the typhoon had wrought 
hayoo on’ the pirato junk. But it was 
‘evidently till son-worthy;, and one ront 


‘sail waa set and drawing, and the 
clumay-looking vessel moved and 
turely. And tho juniors realised that 


which 


had’ dropped tho 
ly in tho easlier 
part of tho day, was no longer capable 
of wile igh 
In the whirl of the typhoon, tho foes 
d been thrown together again. Ono 
irato junks down, and 
tho juniors could scarcely help fecling 
lad that tog no lcnger had the two to 
Sool with,” But the surviving. junk was 
‘bearing down upon them, and was not 
‘luded now. 
“If they 


My hat!” murmured Bob, 
Se about it!” said 
Jo. 


ido—" 
Jobony 


“Then, my beloved ‘carers, it, looks 
liko trouble for this little: party said 
Bob Cherry, 

“We 
dH 


‘The 


1oy get at tho leak, : 
"And that won't be soon!” said 
Nugent, 

“Hours at least, I should say.” 

“That juni will be bumping into us 
in a quarter of an hour,” said Bob 
Cherry. “She's got the wind, and they 
know how to handle her. Look at the 
brutes—you can seo their faces now. 

‘Vho juniors stared round over tho tea 
in search of another sail, or the smoke 
‘of steamer. But the yacht was alono on 
the sea with the approaching junk. 
‘Mile after mile, the China Sea tumbled 
and awollod after tho typhoon, bare of 
sailor smoke, There was no help for 
tho yacht's crew, unless they could help 
themselves. Onboard the Silver St 


with m 

Breve. : 
“Mo no likes!” 
Lung. “Me tinkce Mandarin 
Wangs 
‘Bob Cherry shook his head. 


‘murmured Wun. 

Mandarin ‘Tang 
he gottes this Chineo this time. 
“No fear! be answered  stoutly. 
Rorrers Locke wil boge bias yee kid 
‘We're pulling through.” 

But oven. the cheery Bob wondered 
Wy it was going to end now. It looked 
if the emissarion of Tang Wang, on 
‘the last lap of that long journey round 


half the globe, would succeed at last, 
and that the Chine Sos would hide for 
fez fhe fate of Wan Lang snd bis 
rien 


THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Attack of the Pirates ! 

ILLY BUNTER, moaning dis- 
mally ia his berth, was tho only 
one below now. Rides had been 
sorted out to the erew, and the 

Famous Five hel 
knew how to handle firearms, and every 
hand was likely to be wanted. Rawson 
ind the second steward had come up, 
and were handling rifles. ‘There was 
warm reception awaiting the Chineco 
Pirates if thoy attempt 


tho crew of tho Silver Star know that 
shooting would never stop the rush of 
that wild and swarmiog horde of yellow 
demons. 

Ferrers Locke's face scemed emotion- 
less, and it expressed nothi 
crippled | condition, Iv 

not have escaped by flight; but 

1g no attempt to do 80. 

moved through the 
inese pirates were 


‘Tho yacht sca 
water, and the 
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study one day, 


Ho" saw . 
‘And with it old tamper, 
And demolished. the” tuck 
right away! 


A and rma 
moments’ thought—riv all thats 
necessary I 


fire no diffculty in running down to 


Tho crowd of yellow faces could 
bo clearly scen, grinning with gleo and 
anticipated triumph. Prominont among 
‘tho junk’s crow was a tall, burly China- 
man, with flerco moustaches twisted up 
to his slanting eyes, his girdle loaded 
with weapons, and a fan in his hand. 
In &:less thrilling momont, the juniors 
‘might havo, been ontertained 
idea of « pirate chief wit 


listance, 
yacht; 
but as he spoke in Chinese, the junior 


g. di 
aman shouted to the 


understood nothing of what he said, 
They looked round at Ferrors Locke. 
He was regarding the junk with a 
steady eye, his faco calm and inscrut- 
able, From the engine-room hatch, the 
Sre-hose was trailing, and Ferrors Locke 
held the tube near the nozzle, gripped 
in a lump of cotton-waste. 
Mr. Green looked at it and grinned, 
“What on carth’s tho game?” whis 
pered Bob Cherry to his comrades. 
“What's Locko ‘up to, you men? Ho 


can't be going to turn the hoso on that 
mob? ‘That wouldn't stop them for a 
second.” 


Wharton shook his head. 


themselves; thoy thi 


to board—as Be 
evidently they intended to do. Yet all cho} 


7 


‘Blessed if I can make it out,” Be 
said. “It wouldn’t stop them—that’s 9 
cert! But—" 

Ho, ghock his bead again, giving it 
up. If Fetrers Locko fancied that a 
crow of Chinose pirates could be 
Stopped by turning the chip's hose on 
them, it was clear that for once the 
Baker Strcot detective's judgment was 
at fault. Yet, if that was not his inten- 


tion, it was difficult to guess what his 
intention was. 
“Locke's a giddy dark horse,” said 
ii. “*"T faney o's got some- 
up his sleeve.” 
“But what. 


Johnny Bull. 


‘asked Nugent, 
; ther I” 
“The junk Was not a enble's length 
distant ‘now. ‘Tho voieo of the pirate 
captain came booming across the water. 
tween the two vessels tho sca Was 
oppy and rough, though it was fost 
going down. In’ the west the sunset 
glared red through drifting clouds, 
ighting up tho scene like a crimson 
flare. © Tho slanting vcd rays turned 
the soa blood-red. 
. “I've seen that swab before!” 
juniors heard Mr. Green's mut 
voice. 


close, I know the cut of hi 
Chang Ko was shouting, 


r : mphasising 
his words with waves of his fan 
“What the dickens is the brute say- 


ing?” grunted Johnny Bull, "1 say, 
Win Xing 1 suppose you indcttand 
in?” 

“Mo savvy t 
he killy nobod 
killy ovolybody. 
“Ob, my hatt Dos ho expect tus to 
rise to'a buit like that ?”-ojaculated Bob 
Chorey. “We'd “bo likely to. trust 
mm 


“Fellers Locke no tlustee |" grinned 
Wun Lung. 

We'll ot, some of the brutes, any- 
how,” eaid Bob, botween his tecth, as 
he gripped his rifle. “They won't get 
aboard without shootingand we'll 
tamble. a fow of them over.” 

fom, 


Locke called back an answer 
Chineso. Chang Ko waved his fan ag: 
and shouted. = ‘The juniors caught the 


if wo no shootee 


Ho su 
wo" shootce, he 


ly. Uf 


in 


name of Wun Lan fi, 
that, Wun Lung?” asked 
“Ho's speaking about you.” 


"Chang Ko aay, a'poseo Mista Locke 
sivoo up Wan Taing, ho tail away and 
no killy nobody 

bo ky rotter!” said Bob. 

“That's @ proof that Tang Wang is 
at tho bottom of this,” said, Harry, 

I's Wun Lung they'ro™ after, of 
orn ook out—thoy’ 

k out—they’ro on us now.” 

‘Tho junk glided down to the side 
of the yacht. Hor swarming crew wore 
bunched together, ready to leap on 
board the Silver Star,” Sui, orrere 
Locke did not give tho word’ to fire; 
and his order was waited for; though 
Fits trigger trombled under an eager 

“4 


uaa t 
‘The junk came down on a wave, and 
bumped lightly against tho side of the 
yacht. 
Instantly ropes and hooks wero flung 
from the sido of tho junk, grappling 


tho two, vessels together. 

Locke's voice rang sharply, ordering 
his crow back to the, further side 
the deck. 


‘Tho, junk hed geepplod on 
tho starboard side, and tho Silver Star's 
grew retreated to the port sido, leav- 
ing the way completely open to the 
attack. : pike 

Tt was amazing to the juniors, but 
thoy obeyed without question. Over 
tho rail of tho junk swarmed ficree facet 
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and gleaming stccl. Not a shot was 
fired; and tho savage swarm flung 
themselves on the yacht liko dogs on 8 


stag. ; 

& sharp, 4urill_whistlo burst from 
Ferrera’ Locke. It wos @ signal; and 
‘tho juniors realised later that it was a 
signal to tho ongine-room, where the 
engineer was waiting for it. 

‘Locke liftsd the hose, and directed the 
nossle on the swarming pirates leaping 
on the yacht, with yells and howls, 
Brandishing weapons. 

For ono second it seemed to the 
schoolboys that tho great detective had 
taken leavo af his senses. 

‘Not a shot—not a blow—only the 
ship's hose, interposed between them 
slaughter. Was Ferrers Locke 
mad? Tt was too late now to stop 
tho boarding-party, if they could have 
been stopped; they were swarming on 


the yacht! And Locko was. turpin 
the oso'on them! Was ho out of his 
tenses? 


‘And then, to the utter amazement of 
tho juniors, the attack crumpled uj 
the pirates reeling and staggering wit 
fearful cries, dropping their weapons, 
raving and gelling like maniacs. 

‘It seemed like a miracle to the juniors. 

Tioy saw Chang Ko, with his fan in 

2 loft hand, a gigantio curved sword 
in his right, leap on tho yachts dec 
Jo anpect a gure from a comic opere, 
in intention a'ruthless, wild beast. Thoy 
ww him drop fan and sword as tho jet 
rom tho hoso caught him, and clasp 
both aes to his savago face, scream- 
ing with agony. 

fio staggered back, and fell, squirm 
ing and screaming, and writhing like o 
wounded mala en 

Right and ‘eft of him his men stag- 
gered ‘and. reoled and’ screamed ‘and 
rithed. 

‘And then they saw that steam wi 
rising from tho jet of water that shot 
Son the firo-hose, and they under- 
ood. 

Ft iras boiling wator from the engine- 
rooin that Ferrers Locko was playing o@ 
the Chineso pirates. 

Tt was boiling water and scalding 
steam "tha struck tho" frocous horde 
fond hurled them bao 

iaiged Dob Cherry, 
white. 

Wharton clenched his teeth. 

Tt was a terrible, o fearful 
Ie" was. tho only chanco of 
tho force of tho enemy was overwholm- 
ing, and if thoy gained the upper hand, 
‘not a soul would bo left alive on board 
tho yacht. “But it was terrible. With 
savage, ferocity on, the 
in. their hearts, tho 
down on the Silver 
blinded," burned, scalded, tortured, by 
boiting wator and hissing steam. 

‘Screaming men leaped into the sca, 
Wretches maddened with pain ran to 
and fro” like scared rabbits. Some 
sprang back to tho junk—others rolled 
‘on tho deck‘ of tho Silver Star. Tho 
tlinck crumpled up in a econd oF two. 

‘Locke, standing liko a statue facing 
tho encmy, with an iron fneo, hardly 

irred=-only his moving, as he 
sprayed tho enemy with boiling steam 
from tho firo-hose. 

It was like somo terrible scene from 
tho Inferno. 

A few moments before a savage horde 
‘had been: fenping to bloodshed and 
murder! Now they were a tangled, 
screaming mase of maddened humanity, 
secking only to escape 

The yells of the gitates filed tho air 
with deafening, hideous din. | Madly 
they scrambled back to the junk, more 
than half their number-falling into the 
sea. In a few minutes the yacht was 
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ight! 
for 


free of them, Then Ferrers Locke 
lifted the nozzle higher and the scalding 
stream shot and sprayed over the junk. 

‘At a word from the detective, 
grappling ropes ‘ware cut away, and 
the two vessols Boated apart. 

‘On tho junk, what were left of the 
Chineso pirates were not. thinking of 
attack; not thinking of fring @ shot. 
They hunted cover from the boiling 
steam that fell on them like » burning 
Frightful yells and howls rang 


Beek from junk. 
‘Tho yacht glided on, 


Ferrers Locke shut off the hove. On 
the junk, the pirates who wero still 
able to use their limbs wero making 
frantic efforts to get under way. As 
the yacht steamed on slowly to the 
north, the junk fled southward before 

19. Wind. 

‘Harry ‘Wharton & Co. had seen the 
last of the Chineso pirates. 


‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Saving Bunter ! 


or SAY, you fellows!” 
It’ was a squeak from Bunter’s 
state-room, 
Harry “Wharton, & Co, had 
gono below, their faces white, and feel- 
rather shaken. 

Ihe yells and screams of the pirates 
scemed to be still ringing in their cars, 
It had been unavoidable; the on); 
way to save tho lives of those on board. 

But it had been terrible. 
‘Tho fleeing junk had vanished before 
{he wind, in the falling nights” Bright 


ny 


stars glimmered down on the 
tho gliding yacht. ‘Tho, juniors, we 
anxious to get tho terrible episode out 
of their minds; but it was not eaty to 
forget. 

“Tsay, you fellows!” squeaked 
Bunter. 


‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry’s 
voico lacked its usual cheery ring. But 
tho juniors went along to give Bunter 
‘a look in. 

Bunter was sitting up in his bunk, 

and looking better. 
. The sca was calmer now, and the fat 
junior, was recovering. ‘Perhaps the 
total loss of his last huge meal hed 
helped to pull him round. 

“Hallo, hallol Enjoying 
old fat bean?’ 


“Boast, Vm ill” Slit mall 

“You ‘said you wore dying!” sai 
Bob reproachfully. “You don’t seem 
to havo got on with it.” 

“Yah! I say, you fellows, what was 
all that foarful ‘row ?” 

“Only the pirates——" 

“Tho pip-pip-pip-pirates?” stuttered 

“Yes; they, got alongside—” 

“ Yaroooh !"” 

“Fathead! They've been driven off, 
gna they've cleared—what aro left of 


them. 

“Oh! Sure they're gone?” 

“Yes, ass.” 

“Well, you might havo called ms 
said Bunter morosely. You know how 
Thato to miss 3 scrap 

“Oh, yo gods!” 

think it’s jolly eolfish of you fellows 
to keep all tho fun to yoursslves,” said 
Bunter warmly, “I'd “have thoroughly 
enjoyed a brush with the pirates. In 
fact, I had been looking forward to it. 
It’s'a bit, sickening, to bo left out of 


it, like this.’ 
Fathead ! ; 
“What's all that row on, now, 
unter. “That 


if they're gone?” asked 

beastly clanking ?™ 
“That's the pumpe.”” 
Bunter jumped. 


‘the Bob. 


THE MAGNET 


“The pip-pip-pumps?”’ ne stammored. 
‘Yes; the pippip-pirates are gone, 
apd nog, it’s tho prp-pip-pumpe!” said 
© pip-pip-peril isn’t pip-pi 

Bok Pe Pip-pip- 

‘Bob was evidently recovering his 
spirits. 

“But—but what are they pumping 
for?” gasped Bunter. 

“Water,” explained Johnny Bull. 

“You silly ass! D.d-d-do you mean 
we've sprung a leak?” 

“Just that!” 

“Oh crikey! And 


ou Teaving mo 


here to drown, when the ship’s goi 
down!" howled Bunter. He rolled bur: 
riedly out of his bunk. “I say, is the 


iene Toes as ble vay 
“The lifeboat in the 
FEE commeiuiiatie lol 


. “Ob crumbs! I say, are wo sink- 


r sinking. Of course, 
w lot of water. But f 
believe Mr. Locke hopes to save the 
sip sid Bob gravely. 


Bunter bolted out of tho state-room, 
The juniors followed him into tho 
‘They were grinning now. 


Bunter was having the effect 
ing 


them up; he was furnishing a little 
Hncoded’ cole Tele 
jellows,' o 

think the sip wil 


, you 


“II mean, do you think the sbip 
wil bo saved i 

“There's a sporting chance, at least,!? 
answered Bob." While there's life 
there’s hope, you know. But, of cour 
@ fellow had better take procauti 
Hr sho suddenly: disappears’ under om 
feot— 

“Yaroooh I 

“We'd better bo ready. It doem't 
matter so much about you, aa you're a 
splendid swimmer—'” 

“Beast!” roared Bunter. “I’m not 
going to be drowned to please you. I 
say, you fellows—” 

“Well, tho safest thing is to tie 
oneself to something that's suro to Hloat. 
T've heard of a man who doated safely 
away from a wreck tied between two 
trunks. But if we take two each there 


wont be any for you, Bunter” 
“You awful ast! oT you 
fellows, you landed mo in this—bring- 
you 


“Oh, anything for a quiet life!” said 
Bob. “Get a rope, one of you chaps, 
and let's §x Bunter up safely. After 

Il, Bunter’s life is the most valuable 
e, isn’t it, Bunter 2” 

Yes, Of course! Help!” 

Rally round!” said Bob. | “Don’t bo 
selfish, you men, “and think of your. 
selves’ “Tt docan't matter much ‘what 
happens to us, so long as wo ave 
Bunter. Buck up with that rope. I'll 
get tho trunks!” _ 

“Qh dear! I—T can feel her going!" 
gasped Bunter. “She—sho's ‘sinking 
under my fect! Be quick! Buck upi 
Don't dawdlo about like that, you silly 
asses! Buck up!” yelled Bunter. 

‘Tho Famous Five bucked up. 

‘Two empty trunks were trundled into 
the saloon, and Bunter was placed 
between them. They were stood on end, 
andthe handle of one roped to the 
handle ‘of tho other over Bunter's fat 
shoulders, 

‘Then the handles at the lower ends 
were tied to his fat ankles. 

“Quick!” gasped Bunter. “I can feel 
her gol juick! Don't slack about 
aul 

“Buck up, you men!” 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Bunter looked up and 
grinned at the row of ang 

faces at the yacht’s rati. 
“Come back 1” roared Whar- 
ton, “Yah 1” replied Bunter, 
“Go and eat coke! Yah!” 


“Go itl” 
“Save Bunter !"? 


Bunter breathed more freely whon he 
was fixed, like a fat sandwich, botween 
tho two trunks, Thore was no doubt 


that if the yacht went down suddenl; 
under Bunter’s, foot ho would be left 
floating. Billy Bunter, realised that, 
and ho calmed down a littl 

‘Now get me on deck 
Qh, om dock?” ejaculated Bob. 


“You silly ass, I shall go down with 
tho ship if, I'm’ still below when sho 

oes!” howled Bunter. 

“Oh dear!” gaspod Bob. 

‘The chums of the Remove looked ot 
one another. 
Bunter’s fat leg harmless and 
nocessary entertainment. ‘They had not 
intended to send him into the public 
view on deck in that extraordinary 
stato of preparedness. 

Still, if Bunter wanted to go on deck 
Sandwiched between two empty trunks, 
they had no object 
patlenve: ahead, my hearts!” eaid 

0b. 

‘And Bunter was heaved to the saloon 
staire. 

Up ho clambered, grabbing the rail, 
and bunked from behind by the Famous 
Five, with a clattering and thudding 
of the trunks, 

He emerged on deck. 

The Famous Five did not follow him 
there. Billy Bunter emerged into the 
bright starlight on his own. 

‘A peaceful scene met, his eyes. 

But, ren 80, it did not occur to 
Bunter fat brain that his leg was 
Being polled. ‘His own safety was tho 
chief thine. 


‘They were pulling Billy by. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Not a Shipwreck ! 
ILLY BUNTER blinked round 
B him with alarmed yes behind 
is es. 

Darkness lay" on tho sea, 
broken by the glittor of » myriad stars. 
‘he pumps were clanking and chugging. 
‘There was still a choppiness in the 
ft by the typhoon, and tho 
ind_ tilted overy minute 
or s0. Certainly there was nothing to 
indicate that the yacht was going down 
—to s cool head, nt least. But Bunter 
was not blessed with a cool head. He 
rolled out on deck, with a trunk clatter- 
ing, before and” a trunk thudding 


Forrors Looks glancod round ot, tho 
sound of the thudding trunks, and his 
eyes opened wide at the sight of Bunter. 

Tt was soldom that the Bakor Streot 
dotoctive “allowod himself to bo sur- 
prised. But William George Bunter 
was gomething new, even in Forrors 
Locke's experience." More than once, 
‘since thet voyage to China had started, 
Bunter had surprised the famous de- 
tective; and now he surprised him 
‘once more. : 

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Locke, 
staring in amazement at tho Owl of tho 
Remove. 

“Ha, ha, hat” came a sell from 
several of tho hands. 

Tt was not in accotdence with yacht- 
ing etiquette for the hands to yell with 
laughter at tho sight of = passenger. 
But in this case they really could not 
help it. Bunter, sandwiched between 
‘two hanging truoks, wes irresistible. 

“II say, is ehe going?” howled 
Bunter. 


Green strode towards itn 
“What aro you up ta, you young 
jackanapes?” ho demanded. 

“Is she going 
Eh! Is who going?” 

‘Tho—tho ship.” 

n't you_s60 she's going?” de- 
moanded Mr. Greon, astonished by tho 
question. 

‘The Silver Star was steaming on her 
way, though ata reduced speed. Thero 
was ‘no doubt that sho was “going.” It 
did not oven occur to the mate that 
Bunter wanted to know whether sho 
was going down. 

Thero was a solp of terror from 
Bunter. 

“Oh crikey! Oh dear! 
far aro we from land?" 

“About a hundred miles, But what 
tho—"" 

“Oh dear! Aro thero many ships 
about? Do you think wo shall be picked 
up?” wailed Bunter., 

“Picked up!” said the astonishod 
mato. “What do you want to be picked 


I say, how 


up, for?” 

“You silly, chump!” 

“Whaat?” 

“Do you think I want to bo 
drowned?” hooted Bunter, “Ob dear! 
Look hore, don’t hold on to me! Keep 


off! ‘These trunks are to keep me up— 
not you! Hands off !” 
“Is the boy mad?” gasped Mr. Green. 
Ferrers Locke burst into a laugh. 
“Bunter, why have you como on deck 
fixed up in that absurd manner?” ho 
demanded. “Why are those trunks 
tied on to you?” 
“To keep me afloat, of ‘courso. Don't 
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be an ess! I say, when 3s she going 
down?” howled Bunter. “Keep clear of 
me! I ain't going to let you bang on 
to pe Pooete on paoar E 

“You utterly absurd boy—" 

“You silly swab roared Me. Groen. 

Ferrers Locko turned away’ with © 
laugh. JTo had more important matters 
than William George Bunter to attend 
fonjust thon. 

‘g Ha, ha, ha!’ came a yell from some- 
where, 
_ Bunter blinked round. Io could not 
imagine what anybody found to laugh 
‘at, at such an awful moment. 

4 You silly swab l” gasped Mr. Green. 
“I suppose somel s been pulling 


your silly leg—tho ship's not going 


“And if it was, you young ass, you'd 

do botter with & lifebelt. “Tor good 

uegy take got gut of sight.” 
II say—” 


gay 
China Sea, anc 


“Yaroool 
Crash ! 


i away from 
ut Bunter came on at a rush, 
and’ tho mato of tho Silver Star was 
suddenly charged astern. 

Ho gave a yell and stumbled for- 
ward. “Bunter and tho trunks clatter- 
ing over him. 

Mr, Green sprawled on the deck, and 
Bunter and the trunks sprawled on Mr, 

een. 

‘Tho sprawling mato roared out two or 

throo seufuring expressions of great 
potency. 
Ho was serambling up when the Silver 
Star gave another sudden roll, and be- 
foro Mr. Green could get on his fect 
ho was plunging along the deck to the 
leo scuppers. After him plunged Billy 
Sbunter and the clattering trunks. 

“Aa, ity lie? 

“Owl Help! 
Help! 

Mx, Greon brought up against the loo 


rail, spluttering. Bunter an the trunks 
Urgheht up against Mr, Grea 
a 


Save me! Rescue! 


“Na, 

“You-you-you-——" gurgled Mr. 
Gren, 

“Ow! Help!” 

“Til help you!” raved tho mate, 


terambling up with @ cluteh on the rail, 
“LIL help vou, you clumsy swab! Holy 
smoke! I'll help you!” 

Mo grabbed Bunter by tho collar and 
heaved him up. ‘Tho fat junior sagged 
in the anate's sinewy grasp. 

“Ow! Grooogh! You'se chook-chook- 
chook-chook-chooking me! Leggo— 
krogth—ow! Wow! Help!" 

“la, ha, ha? 

‘Tho ‘angty mate swung Bunter back 
to tho salcon stairs and sent bh 


tering down. ‘Thore was a terrific up- 
ts 


roar” as tho Owl 
“Help! | say, you follows! 
‘grooogh! Help?” 

“Ma, ha, hai" yelled tho Famous 


ha? 
ve. 

1 beasts!” howled Bunter. ‘Tho 
ip ain't going down! You awful 
bracts, got Uieso bosstly trunks off 
bia 


of tho Remove 


fa, ha, hat 
“Tsay, you fellows—you awful rott 
—you beastly practical joking blighters 
<I sax, get ime out of these beastly 
trunks! shricked Bunter 

“Rot!” gasped Bob Chery. wiping 
big egos, “Nibweo all ged ip for 
‘Tne Mscxer Lasniny.—No. 1,181. 
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shipwreck now. Better leave welll 
slene.” 
‘e 


‘being shipwrecked I” 
hoy! 


“You never know, in the China Seat 
atte Stickfulneas is toa proper 
"The stickfulness is the proper caper, 
my eateemed fatheaded Bunter,” 
chuckled Hurree Jameot Ram Singh, 
“Be prepared, you know [” choriled 
Jobnay Bull.’ “Nothing like being 


ain't 


about? 
ship goes 


“Ho, ha, hal” 
“You | beast 


a shrieked _ Bunter. 
“You jolly well know the ship wasn't 
going down—" 

“Go hon!” 


pci Xow Nere only pulling my leg, you 
casts — 

“Iie’s guessed itt” said Bob. “What 
a brain 


{The brainfulness is preposterous.” 


“Ia, ha, ha! 
“Yon—you—you boasts! Get these 
beastly trunks off yelled Buntor. "If 


‘you don’t get theso beastly trunks off, 
rm jelly well give you a licking all 
vaefhat docs it! 1 Bob Ch 

iat does it!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
“Ho's getting ferocious’ Rou for your 
lives, you fellows” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

‘Tho Famous Five seamperod on deck. 

Bunter was left to struggle with tho 
trunks. But thoy wore well tied; tho 
Famous Five had done their work well! 
For a long, long timo the fat junior 
struggled with tho ropes. He yelled 
to tho steward to come and help him, 
but the steward seomed deat. He yelled 
to the juniors to come tack, but if they 
heard him, they heeded not. 

Bunter was quito tired by the time 
he got rid of the trunks. And it was 
probable that the next timo he had 
an alarm of shipwreck, ho would make 
sure before ho allowed the Famous 
Five to fix him up for life-saving. 


THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
China At Last! 


(ye ONG KONG! 
sail "So that's Hong Kong? 
“Jolly old China at last!” 
Wun “Lang's slanting ‘eyes 
were glowing. Chinava steange land, 
a. land. thrilling strangeness to the 
Groyftiars juniors—was home to. Wun 


i 
Lung, the son of Wun Chung Lung. 
into the 


‘he Silver Star steamed 
wide mouth of v 
Che-kiang. In the south of China, the 
Joniors had already learned from Wun 
jung, @ river was called a kiang, while 
in the ‘north it was called a 
Which bad led them to inguire how 
Chinaman from the north understood a 
Chinaman from the south, when they 
talked languages tha: differed so widely. 
‘The answer was simple—no didn’t! 
‘A magnificent harbour spread out 
i@ eager. eyes of the juniors. 
Ships of all nations, junks and campans 
of all sorts and sizes met thele view. 
long voyage ¥es approaching 
‘Hong Kong lay before them, 


its ond. 


‘end soon the anchor wes to drop in 
the great roadstead, 

Tt was China, but that pacticuler bit 
of China belonged, not to {ts owners, so 
fo spoat, but to Great Britain, Hove 

ong, being’ British posecrice, 

Which Fd fo tome extent e matier of 
pride to the Greyfriars juniors, thou 
that feeling, of ouurte, ‘Wun ‘Lung could 
not be expe to share. 

Polite and urbane a1 be was, and 
deoply and sincerely ‘attached to his 
English friends, the little Chinee had 
the opinion common to his countrymen 
stout the “Torign denis 7'vhe’ had 
cut corners off his native land and 
ieged them, 

Still, there was no doubt that tho 


ly was not likely to lose 
some day when she gob 
fever sho did! 
he said Bob 
Cherry, pointing to, the hill that roso 
against the bluo ky. "The. town's 
called Victoria, too.”” 
And that’s Kowloon, on, the other 
ide,” gid Nugent. “That belongs to 


too. 
“The, hills beyond genw 
China!” said‘Hary. 

“Ts this the Canton River?” asked 
Johnny Bull, 

“It's a branch of tho river—the main 
giream rune between Hong’ Kong: aud 
"20," 

Macao!” Johnny tried to remember 


are 


his geography, “Macao's « jolly oid 
Port, but whom does it belong to?” 
"Phe Portuguesa!” said Bob. 


“How the dickens 
get hold of it?” 
“Just bagged it.” 
“Ob said, Johnny. 
Jobnny Bull had a thovghtfal ox 
pression on his faco. Ho seemed to bo 
turning somethin his mind in 
his slow and mothodical way. 


avhat'a the jelly old problem?” 


asked Bob, : 
“Well, 1 was just thinking,” said 
“Tt makes a fellow 
big. city like Hong 
ng, and 
it, 


the Portugtose 


Johnny Bull slowly. 
Teel bucked to se0 


mado 


rot to expect the natives 


said Johnoy. | “Secing 
thing makos it come clearer to one's 
mind. When I've read at homo about 


the Chineso hating tho foreign de 
thoy call us, I've thought thom a lot 0} 
disgruntled asses, But, dash it all, how 
should we like the Chineso to bag tho 
Isle of Wight and turn it into a Chinese 


port?” 
“My hat! Nevor looked at it like 
tag” said Bob, laughing. "Rut they 
Tong Kong. then 


Is, 8 


couldn't have made 


80, of corso.” 
uct a lot of benofit from it 


1d 20 on, 
jut”—Johnny shook 


bi ies 99, good blaming, then 
for getting acks up--that’s 
natural, If I wore a Chinaioa 


“Tacky you're not! grinned Dob. 
“Besides, I'vyg heard that crowds of 
Ghinese ive in Hong. Kong under tho 
British lag, because lives and property 
‘are safo there, I suppose it’s one in the 
eye for their ational dignity, but after 
alle man's skin comes first.” 

“Your pater hax a houso jn Hon 
Kong, hasn't he, Wun ung?” aske 
Harry Wharton. 

(Continued on age 12.) 


FOOTER IS HERE AGAIN, CHUMS .... 


HERE aro not many now ideas concerning this game of 
football, but innovations are introduced from time to 
timo, and it has already boon shown this season that 


‘tho officials. of the big clubs are thinking about: the 
pattioular needs of their supporters 
Ter nstane, Newcastle United have instal on hae ground 

considerable oxpente, a loudspeaker.” By aneana 4 
Stems of intoroet aasociated with the club ead with football 
ental arp broadcat tothe waiting mecatora Whoa lie 
hanged in tho teams ace mando the ach fo announced throug 
ie Tends, whioh i a tauch moro antntactory way at 
Aoing it than by sonding sound a noties-bonrd, or even forgetting 
{0 end round’« board at all. 

‘Thon, when tho items of interest connected with the club oF 
fhe ganie have boon gone through, the eporttors at St. James's 
Park aro ontortainod, with the loud-epoaker aa « mediums, in 
othr ways. Tho bond, which was never very popular at many 
Football grounds, hex disappeared in consequonee. The only 
regret which I have about this in that 


¢ prevents me working off « stock joke to the 
tht the best’ players on the fitdon tht or 
occasion were the bandsmen, 


Arsenal nave also worked 9 new idea this soacon. ‘They havo 
put 0 clock on tho stand, and it ion’t an o ‘ort of clock, 
sites,” Tt has a three-quatiorsof-an-hour face, ond ia et going 
at the tart of a game, stopped stopped ab half-time, 
roatarted whon tho ball is kicked off again. 


EFORE proceeding to discusa tho snags in this clock on 
‘the ground idea I can’t resist tho temptation to work 
off another joke. It is ono of tho best “ Abordeon ” 
stories I know, and oven if you have heard it bofore 

{tts worth recalling. 


fold, that the clock was the 
all right. 80 ho stopped his watah | 
works," was his remark. 

‘Toko over, we can now get back to sorious discussion of the 
Arsenal clock. 

This clook is fitted up like » stop-watch, and it wes the 
Aremal idea to have oman up “in the works” stopping it 
‘whéa the play was stopped for injurics, and thus keeping the 
time ocourately. Tt was also hoped to sound a sort of * = 
‘at helf-time, and also at the finish of the m 

Te was brought homo to the Arsenal officials, however, that 
to make such use of tho clock might lead to trouble between 
their spectators and the rejerce. Tho man who was working 
the clock might have said timo was up before the referee agreed, 
because the official might have knooked off a cortain amount 
‘of time which the man behind the clock had not knooked off. So 
to avoid trouble the clock merely functions now like an ordinary 
lock, save that only threo.quarters of en hour are marked on it. 

‘This matter of knocking off timo for stoppages is left to the 
disorotion of the referee, end I must say that there is a Inck of 
‘uniformity of action in this mattor. Some referees only knock 
timo off—thet is, stop their watchee—whdn s serious injury, 
which necessitates a more or lees prolonged stoppage, occur. 


AND SO IS “OLD REF.” 


Othor referees knock off time for the shortoat injur 
‘and also for what they think are deliberate casos ing out 
with a viow to wasting time. ‘There ia an instruction to roferees 
in this connection: they are © ‘to knock off time when 
fg side resorts to Kicking-out tacticn, But thoy don't always 


In any case, the referce is the final judge as to 
tehether proper time has been played, 


and in this connection I may give a bit of ndvico to rotorces. 
‘This is the necessity for » comparison, before the start of a 

me, of thd watches of the linemen and that of tho referee. 
Puls provides ' check, and a very necessary On0, veving 
there have been cases known of @ referee's watch stopping 
during the course of @ game. 


T can be argued, quito strongly and with conviction, that 
it wouldn't boa bad idon if all tho big football clubs 
copied the Arsenal's idea and had a clock fixed in a 
prominent position on the ground, stoppages rovorded, 
‘and 60 on, 00 as to relieve tho referee of any necessity for kooping 
time at afl. 


I have certainly known instances in which @ referco 
has missed vital things in the concluding seconds 
of grate Decmuso Re hes Down, af the moment the 
incident happened, looking at Mis watch inatead 
looking at the play. 


But here wo run up against o enag once moro. If clocks 
wore installed on every big ground with tho ides of rolioving 
the referee of the necessity for time-konping, whore ia tho 

t¢0 that the olub clock would be worked conscientiouly 
‘and by an entirely neutral porson t ‘The clock up in the stand 
might bo wangled; hurtiod on, say, during tho last two or 
threo minutes of an exciting Cup-tie when the home team was 
in dangor of losing s losd properly gained. Of course, Tam very 

“Yo have to muggest such a © angle," but the temptation 
‘would be very strong--parhaps, in'aa feciated cass or two, C00 
strong to bo resisted. So perhops, after all, tho watch of the 


noutral referee remains the best time-kesping method. 


team and the visitors being duly chalked up from timo to 
time. You may, of course, think this is a little mattor, and 
20 it is, but clearly it is of use, in case any quick go 
scored, to, inform late comers to the ground how the match 
Stands. And if the scoring at the Highbury ground is as brisk 
‘a3 it has been at some grounds from time to time, then 
‘almost necessary for somebody to keep the official ecote. 

‘Lhave actually known matches in which the acliel sooro was 
in doubt—when the roforeo has whistled either for half-time or 
for full-time as the ball has boon on ite way from the foot of & 
player towards the not . The peoplo heve not known whether or 
not goal has been allowed. 

‘The whole of these notes are inspired by letters which have 
spate mn concerning novelion fn thi seen’ football. Bond 

some moro jease 
OLD REF. 
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THE SCOURGE OF THE 
RED DRAGON! 
(Continued from page 10.) 

“Yes, nicdy housee,” assented Wun 

Jang. “Plenty safe undeo Blitish fag. 


Keene plenty money along Hong Kong 
Banke. ” 


fo 


‘Wun Chung Lung knows some- 
a 
jopce fathee along Hong Kong 
now,” said Wun Lung. “Mo likee 
pleuty seo fathee, and sistee Wun San, 
und grandfathee Wun Ko.” 

‘And the Chinese junior’s eyes dwelt 
wistiuty on the city that rose from the 
water up the slopes of the grecn hill. 

England, home to Harry Wharton & 
(o,, wwas @ land of oxile to Wun. Lung. 
little ivory face was glowing a3 nc 
lonked on his native land again. 

Tho sights that wero s0 strange to tho 
juniors Were familiar to him, though 
it'wos long since ho had boheld them. 
‘Tho bright sun of China streamed down 
fon the great harbour, on the uncousted 
Shipping, on the Books of sampans, many 
of them with gaudily painted’ sails, 
cronded with Chinese who called to one 
another in. tho strange monosyilabio 
Janguage that was a mystery to the ears 
cof tho. English juniors, Some of tho 
sampans hailed the Silver Star as she 

in, but the yacht passed on un- 
ing (o hor anchorag 

xy ole China!” said Wun Lung, 
‘with gleaming eyes. "Mo likee see ole 
China! Me plonty: glad comey hor 

Forrers Locko joined the junior 
‘a smilo on his face. 

“Safely, arrived, in 
Mandarin Tang Wang,” he 

first ke 

“Topping |” said Bob Cherry. ‘I'm 

if rather bucked to, think that, tho 
itish mado that magnificent pla 
“Quito right!” said Locke. 

“Xnd_ Jobnny thinks 
blamno the Chinese 
barks up about it.” 
Quito. right, 


thi 


id. “How 
look at China?” 


‘we mustn't 


tool” said Ferrers 

Tocko, with @ laugh, “Ono must, mi 
allowances for natural national fecl- 
ing. Novortheloss, it is a fc unate 
Ug for very many Chinese that the 
Drithh flag flies at Hong Kong, If ono 
‘of tho warring war-lords got hoid of the 
placo it would very soon be, reduced to 
ruin, and becomo of littis value to China 
or anyone. A country must learn to 
fovern itself decently before it 
demand to be respacted by foreigner 
‘ocko pointe yy, glowing in 
tho eunshine, Uh harbour, the 
i ‘crowded with 


AML that 
tho British he said. “All that 
busy trade, all that wenlth’ and security 
would vanish if the place fell into the 
hands of one of the Chineso factions that 
are tearing their country to pieces. 
‘Thousands of Chinese, now safe under 
Rritish guns, would bo massacred. Tho 
British did’ net come hero as_tand- 
grabbers, like the Bortugueso at Macao, 
the Germans at Kiau-Chao, and the 
Japanese in Kores. Hong Kong would 
hover have existed had we been allowed 
to trade peaceably at Canton, The be- 
nighted Manche Government stood in 
tho way of trade, and Hong Kong was 

“But the Mancha emperors are_gono 
row,” said Bob. “China's & jolly old 
republie.” 

“Th romaing to be scon_what the out- 
somo will be,” answered Ferrers Lock 
WN" sery powerful faction in China. is 
led ‘by. tho .noso by the Russian 
Bolsheviks, and if they gain the upper 
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for getting their hi 


(Prosperity, grew up under Bol 
ag 


hand decent Chinaman will be 
thankful that the British flag is here.” 
‘Long may it wave!” said Bob. 


“Hear, hear 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, that jobonj 
jolly interested in’ust” exclaim 


Bob Che 


ht, and on 
rail, with 


‘Tho juniors glanced at him curiously. 

“TE “wo weren't strangers hero T 
should think'that sportsman knew us!” 
said Bob. 

“I have. seen him before!” 
Ferrers Locks. 

“You know him, sir 

jot exactly; but I have scen hi 

The tell Chinaman on tho sampan, 
catching Locko’s eyes, kow-towed to 
him, a low and graceful kow-tow, but 
with an air of mockery. 


said 


Locke gravely raised his bet in 
acknowledgment of the salute, 

‘The sampan glided away 

“Who was it, Me. Locke?” asked 
Efe Mandarin Teng W. 

“The Mandarin Teng Wang |” 
“Ob, mp hatin 53 

“Teng 

“Phew !” 


With keen interest tho juniors stared 
at tho Chinaman in tho sampan, now 
gliding away. 

‘Tang Wang, chief of the Red Dragon 
Tong, the man whoso namo was well 
known to them, ‘but whom they had 
never scon, till now! ‘The man whowe 
¢missarios had dogged the steps of Wun 
Lung across half the world, and brought 
jim more than once within an ace of 
death. They looked at tho hard face, 
which seemed moulded in iron, the 


‘@ glittering, ruthless black oyes, the lips 


that seemed sot Ii 


Vico. 

‘th Wang!” said Ha 

Wharton, with a deep breath 
Loe 


ke nodded. 


He knows wo'ro hero, then, and that 
is jolly old pirates did not ‘get awa: 
with it?” said Bob Cherry. And wit 


a cheery grin Bob waved his hat to 
the mandarin, 
‘Tang Wang, k 
as-the sampan glided away, emiled. It 
was a. slow, cruel smilo that checked 
the grin on Bob's cheery face. 
‘Ho looks an ugly customer!” said 


eking back at the yacht 


“He is an ugly customer!” aid 
Ferrers Locke. 

fb sampan. diss among, the 
shipping, and Tang Wang was lest to 
Sight. But the ju id" not soon 


forget the hard, yellow face, the gleam- 
ing black eyes, the tigerish smile. And 
it was borne’ in upon all their minds 
that, now that they had reached Hon 
Kong, they were not yet dono wi 
‘Tang Wang and the Red Dragon Tong. 


THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Talks Chinese ! 
SAY, you fellows!” 
if Billy Bunter rolled on deck, 
it was’ morning, and Billy 
Bunter, after several breakfasts 
yolled info one, was feeling merry and 
With tho sacht at anchor in the road- 
stead at Hong Kong, William George 
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Bunter was able to pack away the food- 
stuffs without fear of disaster. Bea- 
sickness was over, and Bunter had been 
making up for the meals he had lost 
in the China Sea. 

Ho blinked at the shipping, at_ the 
shore, and then at the Famous Five, 
and joined them at the rail, 

“Nice morning, you fellows!” said 
Bunter. 

“Tho _ nicofulness 
esteemed fat Bunter!” 

“What about a run ashoro?” asked 
Bunter. 

Harry Wharton shook his head, 

“Wait till wo get permission,” he 
answered. 

“T haven't come to China to be coped 
ap in 2 ship off shore” eaid Bunter 
warmly. “If we're going up the river 
to Canton, we're going to havo a look 
at Hong Kong first, 1 suppose.” 
pai When Mr. Locke gives leave 
Oh, blow Al. Locke 1” 

Ass” 

‘Look here, I camo out to China to 
protect Wun Lung and yon fellows,” 
said Bunter. “Well, you'vo arrived 
safely! I'm not asking you to thank 


mo— 
“Ob, my hat!” 


is terrific, my 


said 


eked Bob, 
;opping to do, 
Kong is the place, © Who's 
znd me ten pounds?” 
answers—who 2” 

“T’ve roughed it on tho voyage,” anid 
Bunter. “I'm no grouser; I can rough 
it. T'vo used your pyjamas, Wharton, 
and Nugent's socks, and Bull's shoos, 
and Bob's collars, and so on. But a 


and Hon 
peti 


follow ‘can’t cep’ on liko that. You 
can’t expect it.” 

“We expect it when we've got you 
slang grinned Bok, 

“Well, if you think I'm going 


to put 
up with second hand things sit the while 


(3 tho Br 
in’t safo under it? Might aa well 
bbe some beastly foreign rag! What aro 
you fellows afraid of 1” 

“Asst ‘The Mandarin Tang Wang is 
in Hong Kong,” said Harry. “Ho was 
ine sampan, watching us come in 


afraid of him?” demanded 
Bunter. 


“Well, you are, for one” 
“Yah i? atari 
unter, to do him justice, was not 
‘the Mandarin Tang Wong and 
on Tong just then. 
‘They were not im sight. When danger 
was not present Bunter was as bravo os 
lion, and bis fat brain did not en- 
go distant, dangers,  Buntor novor 
realised anything till it happened. At 
tho present, moment he was feeling 
merry and bright, and utterly regard: 
less of perils that he could not seo. 
“You fellows have cold fect,” he said: 
“that's what's tho matter with yout 
Lot I care for a dashed old mandarin! 
Besides, mandarins ean't do anything, in 
Hong Kong! Blow Tang Wang! I've 
heard that Hong Kong is a splendid 
place for shopping. Of course, you 
need money. That's where I expect my, 
friends to stand by me.” 


EVERY SATURDAY 
“Go and look for them, then, and tet 


thom know i” suggested Johnny Bull. 


“Beast | I say, you fellows, wouldn't 
you like @ run ashore on # lovely morn- 


ing like this?” demanded Bunter. 
“Of course we should, ass! But wo 


“Woll, if that’s all that’s, worryi 
you, 'll go and ask him!” ane 
unter. “But I shan’t take ‘No 

‘an answer, I’m not going to stand 

nonsense from a blinking dotectiv 

I shall jolly well tell bim sol” 
“Yeo} I think I can hear you telling 

Mr. Locke that!” chuckled Bob. 


“abl? 

Bunter blinked round the deck in 
search of Forrora Locke, ‘ 

But the Baker Strect detective was 
not to be seon, and tho fat junior rolled 
below to look for him 

fharton & Co. smiled. As 


‘several hours ag 
| likely to. fine 
cabin, nent 
‘Locke had left, strict injuno- 
tions with the juniora to_re- 
main on the yacht-~injunctions 
that they did not dream of di 
obeying: Won Lung, was, not 
ot handed over to bis fa 
fun Chung Lung, and it w 
auite probable that the enemy 
would yot eoek to strike some 
blow. “Tho chums of the Re- 
wi 


for 
any 
an 


bim in bis 


wore pre: 
parec the ecruff 
Of his fat neck and enforce 
discipline 
‘The Owl of tho Remove came 
Dagh' to the dec 
a 


answered Bob. 

in Hong | Kong; 

Kong's a big place.” 
“Mean to 


 You—you 
didn’t, you tell mo bofore 
‘wont below to look for himt” 
holed Bunte 


gan’t go unless Mr. Locke gives us 


im .10ug song, we can pay him a visit, 


and he will stand us lunch.” 


“"Me no, tinkes fathee slong Hong 
“Me tinkee 
Piltaps he comey 


Kong,” said Wun Lung. 
fathes along Canton. P 
down livel to meetes me.” 

ith Waa Lang's Suter old Hor 
wit ‘un s_pater,” sais larry. 
"We've got to wait till he comes back. 


Snort !—from Bunter. 


“Well, I'm not going to wait!” he 

“Lets go 
et If you fellows aro afraid of 
‘old Ping Pong—I mean, old Hang Bang 


answerod 


emphatically. 
ashorot 


Pill protect you ? 


Bunter, waved a fat hand to a 
gompen that was lingering by the yacht 
in hope boatman 
immediately brought the sampan skim- 
immediately brought the sampan ski 


‘of custom. ‘The 
ming towards the yacht. 


‘s00n, oF ho may not be back 
In any case, we've got 


3 


“Boatman sayvy plenty. B'posee you 
sag "Ni chu ba sere 

“Ob, all right P? 

Billy Bunter leaned over tho rail and 
blinked at the amiling boatman. 

“Ni chu bal” be oalled out, 

Bunter, supposed that that was an 
order to take him ashore in the samy 
Ho was surprised by the effect o 
Temark on the boatman. 

The coolio stared up at him and 
scowled, 

“Ni chu bat” hooted Bunter. 

Tho boatman replied in a string of 
Chinese that the juniors did not under: 
stand, but which was obviously of an 
abusive nature. 

Then he pushed off from tho Silver 
Star, and tho sampan glided away. 

Bunter stared at him blankly. 

“What tho thump's the matter with 
the man?” he exclaimed.“ Doosn't ho 
know his own languagot When we 


“Thought: 
would. do ‘you good, old. fat If you don’t take me to the top,” sald 
Mane Bunter, “‘T won't pay you a cent!” The 
“Beast! So he’s gone ashore chair slanted more and more, and there were 


laboured gasps from the eoolies between 


on 


“Well, if ho thinks I'm going to stand 
it, he's making .a mistake! Soot Might 
‘as well be back in tho Form-room at 
Greyfriars, soying ‘Yes, siz,’ and ‘No, 
sit," to old Quolch I'm going ashore !* 

“Chose it, fathead!” 

'Whon’s Locke coming back?” 
another" 

Bunter snorted. 

Doce he think we're going to hang 
around this ship doing nothing ¥ 
ho demanded. “That's not what 
come to China for! Look, he 
about taking @ sampan to the shore!” 

“Nothing about taking a sampan 
Ma pay ania Biases ‘ithectneh 

said Bunter withoringly. 
Fallows* neodn't be afraid. of 


ee 


«yay 
having to pay the boatman! T'll 


wuaro 
him! Of course, one of you will ha 
to,lend me the money I” 

“Ha, ha, bat” 

“Bleseed’ if I 00 anything to cacklo 
att Look here, if Wun Lung’s father is 


Y'm taking that sampan, and I'll tell 
you what Elong Kong's like when J come 
back. You won't sce much of China if 
‘you're going to skulk on board the yacht 
all tho time!” 

“Oh, kill him, somebody 1” said Bob 

erry. 

‘The sampan under the yacht’s 
rail, and the boatman looked up. 

“Tell me what to say to him in 
Chinese, Wun Lun,” eaid Bunter. 

“Mo telleo,” said Wun Lung blandly. 
“You sayco ‘Ni chu ba!” 

“*Ni chu bal’ repeated. Bunter. 
“My hat, what a language! Mcan to 
say that that means anything?” 


the posts, 
r 


were in France I couldn't make the 


natives understand French. It scema 
just the samo in China, Here, you silly 
Chinese fathead, ni chu bal" roared 


Bunter. 

A volley of abuse answered, and tho 
ssmpan glided out of hearing. Bunter 
snorted with annoyance. 
He crossed over to tho other mail, to 
nal to another sampan. The juniors 
smiled 

“What dogs ‘ns chu ba’ really mean, 
Wun Lung?” asked Bob. 

Wun Lung chuckled 

ns gh Me 
answered. “Samo as you say in Eng- 
Tish, hook it!” 

“Ha, ha, bal” roared ¢ 

Buntor had hailed another sumpan, Tt 
baiaped up to the yacht, and Junter 
talked in Chinese azain. 

“Ni chu ba!” bo said 

(Continued on pare 16.) 
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THE SCOURGE OF THE 
RED DRAGON! 


(Continued from page 13.) 


‘The man in tha sampan, no doubt 
under the impression that the foreign 
devil was makings fool of him, frst 
falling him to the ship, and then telling 
brim to go avay, scored ferociously. 

Ho picked an orange out of the bottom 
of the sampan, It was. ap ancient 
orange, umestable even bys Chineso. 
But r'came in waclul for the sampen 
coolio's purpose. 

Waist 

""Yooooooop!"" rodred Bunter, as the 
mouldy orange burst all over bis fat 
features," Croooght ‘Hoooght Ow!" 

fe sat down suddenly on the deck. 
Ma, ba, hale 
‘Ow! “Gioogh! Ob, my hat! T say, 
you fellows, ia the man mad? Aro they 
allimad in China? Ow -Oooooab 


Ha, ha, ha! yolled the juniors. 
On’ dear! I'm all” atieky “and 
wuaghy.”” 

“Tia ha, ha! 

“Boasts! 


Billy Bunter rolled away in search of 
awash; he needed ono, 


THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

Bunter Means Business 

ARRY WHARTON & CO. did 

not find the timo hang heavy on 

their hands, Certainly, they 

would havo liked to run ashore, 

to explore Hong Kong from the busyeity 

by tho sea to the summit of to Peak— 

from ono end to the otlicr of the almost 

unending Connaught Road, and the 

ions that lay behind. But they found 
nty of entertainment in watching tl 

ife of tho harbour—for the pre- 

t Teast—and they waited with 


disregarding hi 
calor AG s , 4 ioe remein- 
ered what had happened at Singapore, 
Niton the agent of ang Wang had kid- 
napped two. of theis party, bi 
thereby to got Wun Lung into their 
hands” Any similar mischar co at Hong 
Kong might moan serious trouble for the 
Baker Strect detective. So they 
watched Hong Kong from afar, and 
Ye conta 


Bi 
Kidnapped at Singapore and ho had 
had a harrow oscape, But lessons were 
Jost on W. G. Bunter, 
vineed that he was quite 
Kong, chiefly beoat 
axons. “Bunter 
for. believing what 
believe. - : 

Tk was one of his many 
could seo only what was 
fat noso. 

‘So after ho had washed the orange 
from fat features, Billy Bunter came 
on deck again and hailed another 
Sampan. By this time he suspected that 
‘Wun Lung had been pulling his fat lex, 
and ho did not talk isd more pee 

‘Thero were plenty of sampans plying 
for hire” inthe harbour, and. Buntor 
had only to a fat hand. A boat 
glided under the rail of the yacht at 
Bnew, 

“Now, you telows: for the last tim 
arg you going to lend me any money 

t fn the esteemed exa- 
tiye, my worthy Bunter.” 

“T've only got thirty bob left of the 
nioney vou lent mo at Rolkestone,” anid 

‘tne Muoxer Lipeant—No, 1181. 


id to 50 


uso he 
had's wonderful facully 


he wanted 


Bunter. “Thirty bob won't go far in 
Hong Kong.” 

“That's all right,” said Bob, “You 
moet go far, either." beast 

“Tm going asbore, you ” 

a ee 

£1 jolly well em!" roa punter. 

Mz, Locke's orders" 

“Blow, Mr. Lockel” 

Billy Bunter propared to heave him- 
self into the waiting sampan. Harry 
Wharton & Co. prepared to heave him 
a 

But Mr, Green, the mate, saved them 
the trouble. He took Bunter by the 
collar and jerked him back from the 


rail: 
ne What the dickens are you doing?” 
“I'm going ashore!" booted Bunter. 
“Against orders. Stay where you 


ans 
"I can do as I jolly well like 


‘Mr. Green looked at him. 


are you, I'd like to know?” 

Mr. Grecn did not state who he wa 
but he demonstrated that ho could 
orders to a er. 

He took Bunter by s fat, shoulder, 
twirled him away, and kicked him: 
Bunter went dowa’into the saloon with 
a rush, 

." ¥aroooop!” floated up from below, 
in tones of anguish. 

Be, Green grunted and walked « 
All through the voyas. from far 
seilles, Mr, Green had’ desired to kick 
Bunter, Now he bad dono it. Ho 
seomed satisfied; though, to judge by 
tho roar from below, Billy Buntor was 
far from satisted. 


Bunter did not venture back to the 
deck, He disliked Mr. Groet's boot 
extremely. 

‘A wrathful end sulky Bunter 
remained below, on his 
wrongs. It was about an bour lator 
that, from one of the ports, ho 
saw Mr. Green go ashore in ono of the 
shore boats. 


jen Bunter was up and doing again, 
‘Mr. Green was gone, and his boots had 
one with him, and Bunter was free to 

jo as he liked, if the Famous Five did 
not, interven 

Bunter had a at 
thoy would intervene, 
hho ‘bad to use strategy fo get off the 
Silver Star. ‘The beasts were quite 
capable of Kicking him down the com- 
Panion, as the other beast had done. 

He rolled out on deck again: 

Harry Wharton & Co, wore soated in 
‘a. row of deckchairs, at tho rail fe 
the city across the harbour waters. 

“J saw, you fellows!” called out 
Bunter. 

Hallo, allo, hallo” in 

“Ym going to have 6 nap till Locke 
2s back —" 


“Wake me up when he comes back, 
beasts!” 


you 
“Rightho!” g 
Bunter tramped noisily down the 
stairs. ‘Then be crept up again on tip: 


toe. 
‘He blinked cautiously towards the 
chums of tho Remove." Their backs 
were towaras him, and they did not 
turn their heads. . 
‘Bunter tiptood to the rail on the other 


suspicion, that 
fo roalised that 


side. 
“Phere he waved his fat hand to yet 
‘one more sampan boatm: ‘sara 


an glided 

PiBunter gave @ last cautious blink 
round at the deckebairs. ‘The joniors 
wore chatting cheerily, while they 


THE MAGNET 


watched the harbour end the city and 
the green-clothed Peak; and they were 
not thinking of Bunter. In the beliot 
that he was taking ono of bis many 
Yengthy naps, they supposed that he was 
safe below. 

Bunter grinned. ‘ 

With unuscal activity—it was a time 
to bo active—he swung over into the 
waiting sampan, and pointed to the 
shore. 

‘The sampen 

Buntor chuck! 

Several of tho yacht’s crew had soon 
him go, but they gave him no attent 
Bunter proveedings wore no business 

“Quick!” said Bunter, with blink 
at the yacht, 


lided away. 
fod. a 


the sampan man, 
‘speak English? said 


‘Tho Chinaman grinned and showed 

a Bno set of teeth. 

“Yes, sar! Spoakeo English! Fine 
ear! ‘Takee — honourable 


safer to leave that point to be argued 
later. 
“Buck up!" he said. 


“1 moan be 


quick! I'm in a hurry.” 


“Plenty quick, sar.” 

As the sampan drew farther and 
away from the 

for, the 


farthor 


yacht ond 
headod 


fant pier, it, camo 


Bob Cherry gave n sudden shout, and 


jumped up. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! 
hat!” i 


Bunter!” 
“My ry Wharton leaped 
from his chair. “Bunter!” “Ho stared 
after the sampan. “Tho fat idiot——" 
“Bunter! roared Rob Cherry, “You 
fet villaia! Come baok!  T'li come 
after you and burst you! Come back, 
you cheoky, fat slug.” 
powerful voice carried across 


the water and reached Buntet’s ears, 
Tho fat 


Jooked round and 


ine 


“Como back!” he roared. 
‘ab!” Buntor’s reply floated, back. 
{Go and oat coke! Yah!” 


the ship. 
“That fat fool will got into some 
trouble —" 


“If P oould reach the fat villain, 
='d burst him all over Hong Kong!” 
gasped Bob Cherry. a 

“The burstfalness would be terrific!" 
said Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh. 


IT 


EVERY SATURDAY 


#The—the—the—oh, 
word for him!” ‘growled Johnny Bull. 

In intense exasperation, the juniors 
watched Buntor’s sampan disappear. 
There was no holp for it; ho was out of 
‘nd ‘they could do nothing. 
illy Bunter sat down again, and 
grinned cheerfully. Ho knew how ex- 
asperated the Famous Five were feel- 
ing and that added to his satisfaction. 
Ho was in quite a happy mood as the 
sampan ran him ashoro to Blake’s Pier. 
‘There be landed. 

“Ten dollee, sar 
owner. 

Bunter sniffed. 

What the fare was for a sampan 
ashore, Bunter did not know; but he 
was the last fellow in tho world to be 
swindled in such matters. He was aware 
that a sampan man would extract from 
@ passenger just as much as he could 
and consider himself rather clever for 
having cheated » foreign devil. Bunter 
handed him an English shilling. 

“The coolie stared at it. 

“You gree, me ten dollee, sar!” he 
exclaimed, “You payco sampan! Yes, 
sar! You givee me fivee dolleo,” 

“Rats!” said Bunter. 

yee velly pool man, 
said the coolie, “No got plent; 
You payeo this Chinco four dollee. 

“Bosh!” said Bunter. 

“‘Thleo dolleo, sar!” i 

The cost of transit was evidently 
down fast. 
ind eat coke!” said Bunter, 
wvy coke, sar; Chineo eateo 
id the sampan man. “You 

0 two doilee.”” 
Bunter, 


” said the sampan’ 


1” 


“Rubbish” 
But at ono dollar tho sampan man 
ently approximated to some- 

tho right figure, for ho 
bocame extremely excited and inter- 
posed as Bunter essayed to walle away. 

“You payeo dolico!” ho roared. 

“Look here, get out of tho way!” 
hooted Bunter. “Don’t you bo checky 
to a whito man, you jellow-coloured 
heathen.” 

“You payeo one dollee.” 

“No!” roared Bunter. “Hore! I 
say, keep off! Oh, my hat!” For the 
coolio was brandishing his push-pole 

in a very throatening manner. 

‘You payee ono dolce” 

“Beast!” 

Bunter handed over the required 
dolisr. Ho did not like the look of the 
rolling eyes and tho. brandished push- 
pole, ‘Then he walked hurricdly away 
and started to see Hong Kong. 


‘THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
Ashore in Hong Kong ! 


LLY BUNTER rolled along the 
B Connaught Rosd, "which | was 
more like an esplanado than a 
road, blinking round him as he 
rolled, and presently turned away from 
the sea into the town. Ho was feeling 
quite cheery and bright; highly satis 
fied with himself for having got ashore 
without permission, and quite regard- 
Tees of any possible ‘consequences til 
they came to hand. 
"He was quite entertained by tho 
sights and sounds of the busy strects 
of Hong Kong; the mingled crowds of 
all zaces—English, American, Chinese, 
Japanese, Hindoo, Sikh, Parsee, Jew, 
Armonian, and many others that Bun- 
ter had hardly heard of. ‘There wero 


snops— of shops—where Bunter 
would have ‘very pleased to do a 
Jot of shopping; if  thoso beasts on 
board the Silver Star had only supplied 
him with tho necessary cash. But they 
hadn't; and with only a small handful 
of silver dollars, Bunter’s shopping bad 
to be limited. 

But he dropped into one establish- 
ment and brought o crimson cummer- 
bund which caught his eye, and forth- 
with donned it. It hed caught Bunter 
eyes in the shop; and after it was on 
Bunter, it caught many eyes. Plenty 
‘of people wore cummerbunds, but of 
all the cummerbunds in Hong Kong, 
Bunter’s was certainly the most brilli- 
ant and striking. 

Heads turned to glance at him; and 
Bunter lifted his fat chin a little higher. 
Ho had no doubt that the natives of 
Hong Kong took him for a very dis- 
tinguished foreigner ; peeally: for a 
nobleman, Bunter had always had a 
secret conviction that he looked like a 
nobleman; at least, like a nobleman 
ought to look, if genuinely noble, 
pleased him to seo that 
glancos were turned in hii 
and the smiles of several Chinese 
pleased him still more. He smirked. 

Having read a good deal about tho 
seclusion of Chinese women, Bunter was 
rather surprised to sco Chinero girls 
walking about in short skirts, somo of 
them smoking cigarettes. These, 
evidently, were the “new women” of 
Ghina—plentitully represented in Hong 

ong. 

Most of the Chinamen he passed 
woro European clothes, and very few 
‘of thom sported pigtails. So far as 
tho “modern” China was concerned, 
the queues had gono out with the 
emperors. 

‘Tho pigtail, indeed, was a Manchu 
custom, introduced into China by the 
conquerors; and it was natural that, 
having got rid of the Manchu the 
Chineso should get rid of the pigtail 
also. 

But Hong Kong, after all, was hardly 
China, ‘There wero vast inland regio 
very lightly touched by tho “reform” 
eraze. 

Rickshaw men hailed Bunter; but 
romombering his adventure in. Singa- 
pore in a rickshaw, he declined to 
take one of those ‘handy carriages 
Neither could a rickshaw have pulled 


Tt 


0 


there to pay it, Bunter paid it himself 
and boarded the cable car. 

It was steep ascent up tho Peaks 
and Bunter's fat heart was in his mouth 
more than once, In the steepest places 
the gradient was one foot in two; and 
at such spots Bunter wished that ho 
hadn't started. Ho could not_ help 
wondering what would happen if the 
cablo broke! 

But it did not break, even under the 
strain of Buntor’s weight. He landed, 
and blinked round him. 

Ho was lcoking for tho magnificent 
view. 

Scenery, however, did not really 
appeal to’ Billy Bunter. All he could 
seo from his present high elevation was 
the city spread below, the vast harbour 
crowded with shipping, Kowloon across 
tho water, and the great mountains 
of China beyond. 

Certainly it was a wonderful sight, 
but it was lost on Bunter. Ue blinked 
at it and sniffed. 

“Blessed if that’s worth coming, up 
here for!” ho suid. And he started to 
walk round, to sce what, was to bo scon. 

The terraced sides of tho hill wer 


10 taid out in roads and gardens, with 


white-walled houses peering from the 
greenery. Roads leading from one level 
to another were lined with huge tree: 
ferns. Even Bunter thought it looked 
rather nice. 

But ho found it beastly hilly. 

Bunter was not a good walker; 
grertion of ‘any sort did not appeal to 
him, And ho had already walked a 
good deal, ‘ 

Ho would havo been glad of a rick. 
shaw now, in spite of his memory of 
the adventure of Singapore. But there 
wero no rickshaws to be had. 

‘The alternative was.a “chair.” 

lan-chairs, carried by  coolies, 

Bunter found to bo & common modo of 
conveyance in Hong Kong. And ho 
decided at lest on a ch 


Nes ‘car stopping 
placed ho found coolics and chairs in 
abundance; and threo or fonr coolies 
greeted him at once as ho rolled wp, all 
of them shrieking out tho part 
merits of themselves and their chairs 

Bunter rolled into tho nearest, an 
sat down, The, two coolics to, whom 
that “‘chiao-tzu” belonged looked ot 
him. They had secured Buntor as a 
customer; but, having secured him, they 
soemed rather in doubt whether’ they 
eould carry on. Certainly no ‘“chiao- 

(Continued on next page.) 


Bunter to the top| 
of the Peak, whic 
was his destination, 
Ferrers Locke had| 
told the juniors of 
ho magnificent 
view to be obtained 
from the top of the 
Peak; and Bunter| 
was going to. tell 
the other _ fellows 
about it when he 
went back to the 
Silver Star — rub- 
bing it in, a2 it 
were, and ‘making 
them wish that they, 
bad come 
with him. 1 
did not. particutarly| 
want their _com- 
any ; but he would] 
ave been glad of| 
somebody to foot 
the little bills. 
However, = first-| 
glass “return ticket] 
by cable tramway 
up the hill was on! 
half-a-doliar, an 
nobody else being 
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tzu” in Hong Kong had ever carried 
such a weight before, 

Bunter binked out at them. 

Well, why don't you start?” ho 
asl 

{Where you goey, anr?”” x 

“All over the top of the Peak!” said 
Bunter chegrfully. “Take mo right up, 
‘you, know,” 

“Tho coolio looked at him. again, and 
‘spoke to his companion in his’ own 
tongue. Other coolies gathered round, 
grinning and cackling. ‘They did not 
feom to bo sorry, after all, that they 
hhad lost this customer, 

“Two dolleo, sar 


said the chair- 


man, 
“Oh, all right!” said Bunter. 
1d. the coolies took tho handles of 
tho ohiair, and essayed to lift, 
‘Phoro was-an ominous creak, but that 
waa tho only result, Bunter’ was too 


a ae 
‘ot goodness’ aako get gol 
snapped Bunter. Ho wes getting tited 
of the grinning and cackling of the 
crowd of coolies, 
“Wancheo, mole ooolie, sar!" gasped 
the man. "To oolie no ¢ 
All right; T don't mind.” 
‘Two moro ‘coolies joined up, With 
omen foro and two men afi, 40 to 


Victorian Poak undoubtedly aro, it ia 
equally undoubted that, they aro very 
steep. In former Gays, before the cable 
cars ran, four coolies 
cerry © man up the stoep roads to t 
summit of the Peak, tho roads boing 
too stoep for wheoled vehicles, even 

rickshaws. 
‘And of all the passen 
slong 


rs that ever 


had been carried o steep paths 
gn, tho Peak, it was probable that 
William  Georgo ‘Bunter was the 
woightiost, 


four coolies wore certainly 
earning their money. 

Bunter did not mind, 

Ho found that chair was a quite 
comfortable means of conveyance—for 
‘the passenger, of course. It could not 
possibly bo comfortable for the bearers, 
with Bunter in the chair. 

Bunter lolled back at his ease, 
dovouring somo sticky Chinese swect- 
meats ho had bought in tho town below. 
‘Tho four coolies sweated and laboured 
and panted. 

‘Thoy kept on the level as much as 
they could, avoic ascents. But Bun- 
ter. was not.going to be “done.” Ho was 
going up higher, and he could seo no 
Feason why he shouldn't. go bigher, t0 
long as ho was not called upon to exert 
his own fat limbs, ; 

He put his head out through the sido 
‘of the sedan-chair window. 

“Hero, you lazy blighters. that's the 


way!” said Bunter, pointing to a 
narrow, steep path that ran between 
garden walls,,"Up you go! Right to 
the top—seo?” 

“Oh, sar! A 

“Don't slack, you blighted heathen !" 

id Bunter, in, disdain. 


8 
No savey slack, sa 
said tho unhappy coolie. 
‘Tho chair turned into tho steep path, 
and tho four Chinamen Iaboured up. 
Bunter grinned. Ho was making tho 
bexgars ‘work ! 

“There was no doubt at all that he was 
making thom work!” Probably they 
had never worked so hard bofore in all 
the hard-working life of @ coolie. 

‘Tae Macxer Lromant.—No. 1,181. 


Me goey !” 


Perspiration streamed down their 
scantily-clad bodies, and they panted 
and puffed and blew. Half-way up the 
steep path they stopped, and. she 
English-speaking coolio addressed 
Bunter. 

“Honoulable lord, you likes goey 
down?” 

Bunter shook his head. 

“Mo likes goey up!” ho grinned. 

“Can do!” the coolie. 

And up they went again, ‘Tho steep 
path rose steeper, and tho poles on 
which tho chair was bung slanted at a 
very sharp angle, Bunter leaned for- 
ward, fearful of falling backwards, 

rand all. ‘That would havo been 


r disastrous for tho two coolies 
behind, though Buntor was not thinking 


of ther 

The another pause. The 
English-speaking coolio "turned an 
‘almost anguished face on the honour 


able lord in the chair. 
‘<Plonso, sar, plenty high up! 
“Get on with it!” answered Bunter. 
“You wanchee go down, sar? 
“Mo wanchee go up!” grinned 
Up you go! If you, don’t 
take mo right fo the top, I wou't pay 


a ‘Cn saor sped the Chit 

“Can " gas inaman, 

But though ho eaid “can do,” it 
began to look doubtful whether ho 
could. ‘The chair slanted more and 
More, end there wero laboured gasps 
from’ tho two coolies between the poles 
behind. And then the spirit moved 
Bunter to took, back? 

‘That did it! 

Ther. was a wild howl from tho 
coolies behind. They were already at 
the limit of endurance, and when 
Bunter’s terrific weight was flung back 
in tho ir, they crumpled up. 

Crash! J 

‘fwo coolics went sprawling. ‘Tho 
chair erashed “down. | ‘Two poles 
snapped off ike sticks, and the chair, 
with Buntor ia it, rolled down the steep 
path. 

“ Yaroooogh !” 

‘Tho yell that Billy Bunter.uttored as 
ho felt himself rolling must have 
awakened all the echoes of Hong Kong 
and Kowloon, if not all those of the 
wholo province of Kwang-Tung. 

Bump, bump, bump! 

Gasps’ and shouts camo from the 
coolies, clustered on the path, staring 
down in horror and dismay after the 
rolling chair, 


” he 


Frightful howls proceeded from 
William George Bunter. 

Bump! Bang! Crash! 

tYaroooh | til! Fire! Murder! 
‘Whoooosccop: 

Crash! 


Te was tho final crash; and Billy 
Banter, restored to liberty, sat in the 
midst of wreckage, and roared. 


‘THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
‘Over the Garden Wall ! 
HOOOOP 1” 
Bunter roared. 
Ho hardly knew what had 
happened. Tt seemed to him 
that several typhoons and earthquakes 
had happened all at once. 
‘But it was not quite so bad as that, 
‘The chair had smashed, and lay 
wrecked round Bunter as he sat and 
roared. Bunter’s first impression wes 
‘that he was killed; his second, that he 
was fearfully injured. Latery he dis- 
covered that he was not much hurt, 
though he was very much shaken, and 
hada few but 
‘He staggered to bis feet. 


THE MAGNET 


Down the steep path came the four 
coolies. Perhaps thoy were anxious 
about Bunter, Certainly they were 
anxious about the obaii 

‘They gathered round the Owl of tho 
Remove. 

“Owl You silly brutes!” rosred 
Bunter, glaring at them through his 
big spectacles. “You silly, fatheads! 
What did you drop mo for?” 

“Plenty golly, sar! You payeo along 
that chair.” 

“What?” hooted Bunter, 

“You payeo trent 
_ “You cheeky beast 
in great indignation. | Not only hed the 
coolies [et him roll downhill, but thoy 
expected him to pay for tho chair that 
had been smashed! ‘This seemed to 
Bunter like adding insult to injury. 
“You chooky heathen! T'vo a jolly 
good mind to kick you! Think I'm 
going to pay you for nearly bresking 
my neck!” 

“You payee twentes dollce, sar, along 
that chair!” porsisted the owner’ of the 
wrecked property. 

“Go and eat coke!” roared Bunter. 

As Bunter did not, possess twenty 
dollars, or anything like that sum, he 
‘could hardly havo met the demand had 
ho been so inclined. But he was not 
+0 inclined. 

“You payee, sar!” 

“Rats” 


Bunter turned to walk as 

Immediately the four coolfex sur- 
rounded him. Up to now they had been 
civil and obliging, end cortainly thoy 
had worked hard. Now they began to 
Took very ugly indeed. 

“You payeo, along that chair, sar” 
shouted the Englis veneaking ‘cool 
and the others shouted jn, Chinese. 


aeped Bunter 
blinked round him anxiously. 
no one in sight. ‘The path 
Fe ‘over the tops 
of which branches hung. Tt was ovi- 
dontly not a much-frequented path, a 
at the present. moment Billy Bunter 
and his bearors had it to themaclves: 

Ho roalised that ho was in a lonely 


“You payco,,sar !” shouted the coolie, 
“You  tinkeo "bleak, nicey chair, sar, 
nicey handsomo chair belong me, and 
sar? Oh, no, sart’ You 

dolioe ‘along that chair, 


‘And a chorus in Chineso followed. 

“Look here, I'll pay you two dollars" 
gasped Buntor. 

"You payeo twenteo dotloe.” 

[I can't! I jolly well won't! 1 
didn’t broak sour beastly chair!" 
howled Bunter. “You've jolly nearly 


Killed mo! I’li have you run in! Ge 
away! I'm done with you!” 
“You payee, sari” The coolie 


approached closer, to Bunter, with 
very ugly look on his face. “Yes, sart 
Honoulable lord payee along that chair! 
Payee plenty cash! Yos, sar.” 

‘Buntor jumped back. 

“Look here, you checky beast——" 

Tho coolie’ followed him up and 
stretched ont a claw-like hand to grac 
him. ‘Tho man was angry and excited, 
and it was plain that there was going 
fo be serious troublo if Bunter did not 
foot the bill. All the money Bunter had 
would not have settled it; and he had 
no desire whatever to part with all tho 
money he had. But he blinked at the 
four throatening faces, and his fat heart 
sank, Tt occurred to him just then that 
he would have preferred to be safe on 
Board the Silver Star in Hong Kong 
harbour. 


EVERY SATURDAY 


‘The Chinese servants 
drew near Ferrers 
Locke, bowing meekly, 
then “ suddenly they 
leapt on the detective 
like ‘so -many tigers ! 


“You payee, sar!” ‘The claw clutched 


Bunter’s shoulder, 


Bunter realised, with a thrill of 
horror, that ho was going to be roughly 
handled, 

[1 say, hold on—I—I mean, leggo! 
I-I-1'l “pay!” ho gasped. | “IT 


meant to pay, of course.” 

“You payco, ear, allce light.” 

And the coolie released Bunter’s 
shoulder and stepped back. 

», Tho next instant Bunter had taken 
‘to his heels, 

There was a yoll behind him. 

With a speod that was remarkable, 
gonsidering tho weight he had to carry, 
Bunter tore down the stecp path 
towards the lower roa: 

His sudden flight secmed to take the 
coolies by surprise for x moment. But 
only for a moment. ‘Then they came 
yelling after him. 

“Oh crikey 1” gasped Bunter. 

Ho fairly flow. 

He spun round a comer of the 
whore it turned abruptly and yell 
ho ran into an overhanging branch over 
‘8 garden wall. 

“Ow! Yow! Wow!” 

Behind “him came pattering naked 


feet. 
What would happen to him if the 


coolics overtook him, Bunter did not 
know, But he know, beyond the shadow 
of a doubt, that it would be something 
distinctly asant. And he knew, 
too, tliat be had no more chance in a 
race with a coolio than a tortoise in & 
race with a hare. Necessity is> tho 
Parent of invention: dire danger quick 
gued Bunter's faculties. Even as be 
howled, collids ihe thick over. 
hanging branch, he acted—without stop- 
ping to think! He grabbed the branch 
and, with an activity ho had never dis- 
played before, swung himself up. 

How he Banter never knew! 
Any of the Famous Fico could have 
swung himsolf to the top of the garden 
wall by the banging branch with ease. 
But acrobatic stunts like that were not 

Bunter’s line. He hed too much to 


itt, 

Dut he did it! The patter of fect 
behind inspired him with an activity 
and strength that amazed himself. 

Almost before he knew what he hed 
dono he was on the tiled top of the 
‘garden wall; in another sccond he had 
dropped on the de. 

He dropped into ¢ mass of flowering 
shrubs, and lay gasping and listening. 
Patter, patter, patter come the bare feet 


of the coolies round tho corner, They 
pattered on. 

Tho Qwl of Greyfriars panted with 
reliof. “They did not even know that 
ho had swung himself over the wall, 
and they were running on in soarch of 
hit farther on, 

“Oh cr pauted Bunter, 

The runnine fect died into sifence, 

Banter sat mp and blinked round him. 

Ho ‘had had no time to consider any- 
thing but cseaps, with the exasperated 
coclies after him, Now ho began to 
consider. Tato whose garden ho had 
£0 unceromoniously plunged ho had not 
the faintest idea. He know that ho was 

hy residential district of 
the garden belonged, in 
to the house of soo rich 
ont Rong. On the other 
hand. it might belong’ to somo rich 
Chinaman: and little as Bunter knev 
Of Chira and Chingse customs, he knet 
that it was a peritous business to but 
into @ Chinaman’s private preserves, 
And ho very carefully kept in the cover 
the shrubs whilo ho bliaked round 
im. 
‘Tho garden was large and rich with 
flowers, ‘There was a pond aud a bridge 
and a fountain, and near the water was 
Tus Mzcxer Liminy.—No. 1181. 


all probabilit 
merchant o! 


2 


& building that was strange fo Bunter’s i 
‘eyes, with many roofs rising one above ft 
another, which ke knew, from pictures 


he had cen, to be a pagoda. At a much 
greater distance he had a glimpso of @ 
Jargo building through the trees. 

“Oh dear” groaned Bunter. 

‘The pagoda in the garden seemed to 
hint that the place’ belonged to 
Chinese. ‘There was no ono to be seen 
in the garden; it seemed deserted. 

Bunter rose to, bis fect at last, There 
‘nas not much wisdo: : in Bunter’s com- 
position, but be realige! that if it was 
a Chinaman’s garden into which be had 
dropped, the sooner he got out of it 
tho hetter it wonld be for him. And be 
was about to climb the treo by the wall 
when there came a sound of pattoring 
fect on the other side. 

‘The coolies were coming back! He 
could hear their panting voioes along 
with the pattering of naked fcct. 

Bunter promptly dropped back into 
‘tho shrubs again, : 

So long aa these beasts wore hunting 

for him'he could not get out of, the 
garden, Tt was not safo to stay where 
hho was, but it was no vse falling out of 
the frying-pan into the fire, He squatted 
in tha shrubs, with e palpitating fat 
heart, and listened. 
‘ho panting voices, the pattering foot- 
stops, passed on. But a fow minutes 
Jatcr Bunter heard thc. again. Again 
they died away. Apparently the coolies 
were puzzled by bis disappearance and 
wero hunting him up and down and 
Found about. 

Billy Bunter groaned. 

He dared not climb out over the wall. 
On tho other hand, he dared not remain 
‘where he was. 

‘Again ho blinked over the sunny 
garden. No ono was to bo seen. He 
ropt out of the shrubs, and trod along 
fa path that lod by the poy Ho 
blinked to the right, and he 
tho loft, as ho trod. ‘There must 


a. 
fate somewhero, and if he could only 
find the gato, before ho waé found in 
tho garden: 

“Oh eriko; 


Over a flowering bush, a large Chincse 
that loomed into view. ‘Bunter gazed at 


"Tt was too lave to dodge back to the 
shrubbery. He blinked round wildly; 
the open doorway of the pagoda was at 
hand. Bunter darted into the pagoda, 
=F ee been. and f 

few moments more snd footsteps 
passed the doorway. To Bunter’s in- 
feuse relief, they pamed on. He had not 
eon seen. 

But es By werd, bere if he 
emerged. from ‘was, protty 
Sout Boome alee 
interior of the little 
groaned, 


building, and 


THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Caught in the Snare 1 


(E half-caste clerk fanned him- dow 
self as he camo out of Me. Wun 


Ghung Lung’s lice in, Hong 
Kong’ with Forrers Locke. It 
was hot in Hong Kong; and Br. Pong 
affected to feel the heat very greatly as 
‘8 sort of concession to the European half 
of him. Ferrers Locke looked as cool as 
ico, In tho atroot a chair was waiting, 
with font braway coolen, ‘They bow 
respectfully to the white man; but thoir 
eyes fixed on the half-cast 

‘Mr, Pong, dressod in striped trousors, 
a tail-coat, and a bowler hat, looked 
quite European, excopt foo and 
his fan. He changed his fan from bis 
Fight hand to his left, and raisod his 
bowler hat politoly and’ doprecatingly to 
the Englishman 8 ho addressed him. 

‘Mr, Wun is 0 thousand times deso- 
lated,” ho said. “But » small accident 
to his Honourable ankle confines him to 
his houso.”” 

Locke nodded, 


was used to the endless. r 
Asiatics, He expected Mr. Pong to 
‘on talking so long as a listonor was in 
the offing 

‘Mr. Wun is eager to see the honour- 
able English lord-one!” went on Mr. 


r 


The NEW NATURE BOOK 


At all Newsagents and Booksellers—6]- net. 


the Folk of 


Here is a fascinating book for the boy 
itil}, Who loves the great outdoors. 

all about the wonders of Bird and 
Animal life and is profusely illustrated 
with remarkable Action photographs. 
There are also two beautiful coloured 
plates by well-known artists. If you 
‘want a useful 


All About 
the Wild 


Ie tells 


present make sure you 
get this wonderful book. 


in'the shadowy hi 


THE MAGNET 
Pong. “Ho gave his esteemed instruo- 
tions to this humble person. Tho chair 


waits to take you to his house on tho 
Beak, Ket once more I would say thet 

. Wun ‘expects to see his con with 
your lordship.” 

“Wun Lung remains on the yacht,” 
answered Locke briefly. 

“IE it, is the will of the honourable 


T would 
ppointed 
not to see his son, after so long a separa- 


jon.’ 
“T shall not bring Wun Lung ashore 
until I have seen his father,” answered 
Ferrors Locke. “Tell the boarers to 
make haste.” 
He stepped into the chair and sat 


2. 
Mr. Pong addromod the ooolics. Ho 
spoke in Chinese, every word of which 
was heard and comprehended by Locke, 
He was directing them to carry tho 
English lord to Mr. Wun Chung Lung's 
house on the péak, and to exercise the 
Greatest caro with their honourable and 
Priceless burden. 

‘Tho bearers grasped the poles and 
swung up the chair, and started off. Tho 
business quarter of ‘the city was soon left 
behind, and the coolies threaded a steep 
path leading up the slopes of ‘Victoria 


_ Ferrets Locke sat in the chai 
ing out occasionally at the view on 
either side; the bamboo roof sheltering 
him from the blaze of the sun, in which 
the coolies panted and sweated, 

Locke would have preferred to take 
the cable cars up the hill; but as Mr. 


glano- 


Wun Chung Lung had nntly mado 
all arrangements for him, he fell in with 
them without question. 


Ho was anxious to seo Wun Lung’s 
father as soon as possible. Whether tho, 
Chinese merchant was still up. at Can- 
ton, or whother he had como down tho 


&© river to Hong Kong to meet tho Silver 


Locke ‘had not known when ho 


‘Ho had pro- 


Star, 


ceeded as soon as possible to Mr. Wun 
8 off ‘Mr. Pong, 
‘confidential cler! 


appeared to be expecting him. 

‘Mr, Pong had explained that the mer- 
¢hant was in Hong Kong, but remai 
in his private residence in the Poak 
trict, owing to o slight accident, 
Mr. ‘Pong had rather i 


And 
tod that Mr. 
‘Wun expected to seo his gon at the 
earliest possible moment, and suggested 


soveral ‘times over, that "Wun Lung 
should be sont for from the yacht, to 
accompany the detective to Mr, Wiun's 

Ouse. 

‘On that point, however, Locke's mind 
ras made up; Wun Lung was not leay- 
ing the Silver Star, except in tho 
presence of his father, and in his 
father's care. Not till he had seen Mr. 
Wun, and mado every possible arrango- 
ment for the boy's safety, would Locke 
allow him to leave the security of tho 


wir swung on and upward, 
borne on. the shoulders of the four 
brawny coolies, 

Ferrers Locke bad been, in Hong 
Kong before; but he looked from either 
sido of him with keen appreciation 
Of the econes of beauty that burst on 
his view from every turn of the road, 

Glimpses of tho great harbour, of the 
Chinese city on Kowloon across tho 
water, the city of Hong Kong at his fect 
tropical verdure on all sides—ronds 
laid out like well-appointed private 
grounds; it was s scene of which tho 
‘eye did not soon tire, 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Higher and higher swung tho chair, 
SIME stopped af last at a great gate: 
Jay n'a high wall ing a view of 

© gate stood open, giving a view 
» large garden bright with Bowers, with 
& Jake, crossed by a strangely-shaped 
bridge, and a pagoda standing near the 
bridge. Beyond, on a higher terrace, 
stood a large house. Several Chinese 
servants, in rich attire, kow-towed to 
the grotnd.as the bearers walked in 
with tho chair, ‘The gate closed behind 
with a heavy clang. 2 

Arrived at, the mansion, the coolies 
stopped and lowered the poles, and the 
chair rested on tho ground. Locke 
stepped out. 

‘A Chinaman in gorgeous garb, glow. 
ing liko a huge butterfly in petticoats of 
Yarlogated ‘alka, mot him, and ow. 
towed, almost touching the earth with 
his forehead, . 

Locko did not smile; Chinese etiquette 
required tho utmost ‘gravity, Having 
Kow-towed thrico, with billowing skirts, 
tho Chinaman—apparently a tort of 
butler or major-domo~addressed him in 
English. : 

“Will tho honourable one deign to 
walk into the humble, hovel-tike dwell- 
ing of his wretched slave?” he asked. 

“Mtr. Wun Chung Lung is at home?” 
asked Locke, " 

“My lord expects the English lord in 


tho ko-tang,” said the Chinaman. “If 
tho great and glorious one will conde. 
teond to enter thie miserable hovel—" 


‘Ho led the way round the devil-screen 
that guarded the entrance, and Locke 
entered tho houso, 


‘Tho Chinaman, with a succession of 
bows, ushered hity through two oF, three 
gorgcously-deoorated halls, and finally 
into the guost-hall, tho ko-tang. 

‘Tho ko-tang was empty, 3 

“Will the respected lord-one deign to 

if on this loathsome chair 
lo I inform my master that be 
shed tho light of his glorious counten. 


co on this miserable house?” 

Locke sat down, 

‘The Chinaman’ glided away with » 
rustle of silken ki 


glancing round the 
farge apartment, the floor a mosaic of 
cutlous’ stonoe, the coiling. high, the 
walls decorated with painted spre; if 
lilies. ‘Two or three priceless Mi: 
stood about ‘the room, and from 
interiors, crammed with rose-leaves, 
camo a pleasant scent 

‘There were several doorways, covered 
with slatted curtains. From one of these 
several Chineso servants entered the 
room with noiseless steps. They bore 
Jacquer trays containing refreshments in 
tiny Incquet bowls, ‘heir heads ‘were 
pe humbly as they approached the 
white man, 

Scldom, or never, had Ferrers Locke 
been taken by surprise in tho courso of 
vearger of adventure ood danger. Bat 
this time tho Baker Strect detective had 
to admit that he was taken entirely and 
hopelessly off his guard. 

‘For, a3 the half-dozen Chinese drew 
near him, bowing eekly, all of o 
sudden they dropped the lacquer trays 
fund Joaped on the detective lite so macy 
gers. 

Before even the quick-witted Baker 
Street detective knew what was happen- 
Bip tole hands eleced on Mum asp: 
ing’ him on all sides, and he was 0 
brfeoner, 

‘Locke leaped to his feet—in the grasp 
hands! He stood in the 
assailants—helpless! Both 
his arms were firmly grasped, and ho 
had ‘no chance of getting at his autor 
matic. 


in ‘go: 
kotsng by another 


For the man who entered was the 
‘Mandarin Tang Wang! 


“ ING WANG I” 
Ferrers Locke uttered the 

namo involuntarily. 
mandarin ‘smiled; the 


slow, cruel smile that Locke knew so 
well. 


GREYFRIARS 
CORRESPONDENTS. 


No. 13. 


Our long-haired poet is 
still going great guns. 
This week his facile 
pen treats of Frank 


Nugent, perhaps the 
bestlooking chap at 
Greyfriars. 


EAR MATER,—I hope you are 
D's 
4 "hope that is echoed alt 
round; 
By Harry and’ Hurree and Johnny, 
‘And Cherry, my comrades renowned. 
They're helping me pen this effusio 
Four. tongues are alt wagging at one 
So if there are signs of confusion 
1 isn't Because I'm a dunce! 


Says Wharton: “Your mater’s a ripper 
For sending @ hamper 40 prime? 
We were down to our very last kipper— 
It saved us from starving in time!” 
Says Cherry: The cake was deticiows— 
‘A poem—a dream—a delight! 
That fat pirate Bunter was vicious 
To find himself balked of a bite! 


Johnny Bull, with a passion for pattice, 
Ate six—I believe it was nine!— 
Then he loosened his belt and sai 
“That is 


A. feast of the gods—it’s divine? 

And Inky, our dusky-skinned brother, 
‘Whose speech is the eubjrct of sport, 

Says: “Please tell your ludicrous mother 
That she is @ briekful good sort!” 


a 


the servants glided from tho ko-tang 
and disappeared. 

‘The mandarin seated himself ona 
silken-brocaded couch, facing his pris+ 
oner. Locke stood silent. 

His faco wes calm. Not the flicker 
of an oyelid betrayed his feelings. 

“T regret,” said ‘Tang We 
discourteous’ reception of so 
guished @ guest, who hqnours my humble 
‘abode with his ‘glorious presence.” 

“Come to the point!” said Ferrers 
Locke crisply. “I understand, now, 
that this house, does not belong to Won 
Lung’s father.” 

“This wretched house, such as it, is, 
is ming!” assonted Tang’ Wang. “The 
honourablo diclling of the Canton mor 
chant is far from here.” 


I'm keeping an eye on yourg Dicky, 
He eather reseite tt, 1 think; 
His features are jammy and sticky, 
His collar's bespattered with ink. 
And often he causes convulsion, 
‘And drives Mr. Twigg to despair; 
But 20 long as he dodges expulsion 
The reektess young rascal won't care! 


We're going great guns at the Socecr, 
Six triumphs successively, mind! 

But Skinner, who's rather @ mocker, 
Decluves our opponents were ulindt 

However, we conquered at Courtficte, 
And at Highclife our prowess did 

prove; 

And very few teams on the sport field 

Can vanquish the Oreyfriars Removed 


PU send you the other news tater 
(Provided Pre any to tell); 
Please give my regards to the pater, 
And Dicky's good wishes as well. 
My chums are ait eagerly waiting 
Por me to take part in a prank; 
T hope it won't cnt in @ gating 
For your most affectionate FRANK! 


“You know me, Mr. Locke?” he said, 
in perfect English. 

“T do!” said Locke. 

Ho knew it all now. He knew how 
he had been tricked and trapped. Tho 
house into which he had been brought 
was not the house of Wun Chung Lung. 
JE was the houso of tho mandarin, 

"ang Wang spoko shortly and sharply 
to his tervants in Chinese.” Cords wore 
drawn round the detective, binding his 
arms down to his sides. 

He mado no attempt ot resistance. Tt 
dozen Chinese, he could scarcely move 
‘a finger. Round and round the detec- 
tive, the cords were drawn and knotted, 
till he stood helpless. 

‘Then at a sgn from Tang Wang, 


In tho grasp of the half I. 


“And Mr. Wun's confidential clerk 
Pong, is in your pay?” said Porrers 

The mandarin smiled. 

“Say, rather, that Pong is a member 
‘of the Red Dragon tong,” ho answered. 
“Ho is a useful servant of tho tong, and 
never more useful than today. Mr. 
Wun is still at Canton, my honourable 
friend; and I doubt whether he knows 

inat your yacht has arrived at Hong 
Kong. Certainly no word has been 
gent to him from his hong liere. Tt is 

‘ang Wang, who give orders to his 
chief clerk.” 

Locke's lips sct hard. 

He could hardly blamo himself for 
having fallen into such a t 

me Aacxer Lisrany. 


2 THE MAGNET 


se he knew the power of the tong to Tang Wang laughed lightly. your messenger. Would he not obey 
ie, ne had not suspeeted teat a member “Como, Me, Lesko, lef us talk son- such a letter?= 

of the tong was in Biz, Won's service. sibly,” bo eaid. “At the lifting of my “He would.” 

Ho could not ave, guced thatthe fnget, sou diet and your body disap” “And you will write it.” 

aman in charge, of Sz Wun's hong in pears under the Jake fa my garden. Ii Leske's lips surled contemptuous, 
ihe cily wos “Red Dragon” tongman. the English know, thoy would hang mo _ “You will not write it to-day,” amited 
Ho had ‘walled unsuspectingly into the like a cooliome, a mandarin, and de- the mandarin, “but perhaps you Will 
snare that treachery Had spread for his sceadant of the Mings! tomorrow.” 

feet. now, my honourable friend” 

Te know now, why Mr. Pong had — Losko stood silent. 
boon so anxious that Won Lung should — Many times had Ferrers Locke looked 
accompany him. Had Locks piven on death; and now he kaew that it wa 
Way on that point, tho merchant's son very near. But not a muscle in the 
would now be fn the power of ins enomy. cali face quivered, 

‘And if was a consolation to the Baker “Something like reluctant admiration 
Strect detective to know that, whatever cagie an tie gleaming, tuiblon: black 
happened to him, Wun Lung was still eyes of the Clinemane” ordere™ 
tale with the Greyfriars party on board io, _ Ha cold, eruel oyes watched tho detec: 
tho Silver Star. : ‘ brave man, Mr. Locke,” tivg's face ‘oenly’ as ho spoke, But 

‘The mandarin selected a cigarette, and you there was no sign of emotion in Ferrers 


Leer ee ear ane and T ctzom you. OT would walingly (ey 0¥t0 NET Om a Le 


‘Neither to-day, to-morrow, or any 


am, air of quict enjoyment. Pe wi carved in stone, 
«May I offer you a cigarotte, Mr. fie" sorehum Was’ Chang Lang, kes rSpeak!” suid Tang Wong. 
Locke!” "he asked, politely. Zhe merchant, Wun Chung Lang Lotko shrugged hus shoulders, 


“Thank you, 0.” For that kis ona moet dint “T havo little to sax,” ho answered. 
cigZQu, do not care to smoke 2 last ‘alicaapin hae boop seas awlisce kare ‘(pRelonse me, and 1 will pardon you for 
ever to the pleasures of this w defeated. them ‘al. | "Now You are ne oe ae na be Cae, 
he pleianes of th wept?” inp power Acton half the wordy ng O° gondii that you urear by Bevan, 
Wang, that "you avo nol ta your own Sgeu4s have dogged you, and struck and Paqogis’ Mv Wun snd iis family in 
oy ot Eee dere Won. Tt was reserved forme to deni The mandarin’s eyes blazed for 
ee Bong Kong yeu re onsen he ai Pee dT bavo not failed 
ritish flag—and tho British police. S know when 4 
farm comes to me in your house, sou , “The tong demanded threo thousand "vu I thet cront atrang— 
will be hanged Uke @ dog t” a, tools of Mrs Ve = wee hyRis hay a,b » tool Nr 
“But, who will know?” asked the said . helpless, at my mercy; and you talk 
mandarin Prery dey Shat bas passed, the Price like alord of the earth! I cya not in 
44 th, yllow © pay twenty thousand iver shoo’ {Si baoreow Wt wil tlk aga 
villain’s mercy. No one would know, "He will refuse. with you.” 
re ne aa calsfol Tang Waog’s house Not when his on is in my hangs" Ho clapped his bande, 4 
on the Peak. “Hiis son is not in your bands.” at ‘a’ sign from tho mandarin, thoy 
‘Nt. Pong’ and the coolies knew, but “I think you will send for him,” said grasped tho bound detoctive by the artes 
thoy wore tho faithful servants of the ‘mandarin softly. “I think you Gnd led him away. 
tong. No ono elso knew, or could will send a written lotter to tho yacht, 
know. bidding Wun Lung come ashore with (Continued on next page.) 
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THE | Golden 
TREAT Goalie 


What's happened to, Fatty Fowtes? | One 
minute the Blue Crusaders’ giant goalie ‘s broke 
OF to the wide, the next his pockets are bulging 
with golden’ coins and, he's throwing money 


away Fight and left! “His chums are half-crazy 
amazement and anxiety, and no wonder, 


une oters st te Revive tom: Aa na tore 
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‘Bunter’s frightened eyes caught deh of a 
a 
lake’s waters—the face of 3 white man. 


face that rose from the level 


‘At was the faco of Ferrers Locke ! 


‘Tavg Wang followed. 

Ferrers Locke walked between the 
two Chineso through sovoral rooms and 
Passages, till they reached a door on 
the garden. 

He yas led into the garden under 


tho bright sun that streained down on Ji 


flowers and grass and trces, and ou the 
fleaiping lakon “His ‘condusies: fol 
fowed \@ path’ towards ‘the lake, and 
topped at the bridge. 
“Closo by the bridgo was a little wooden 
ex “projecting into tho ‘water. aug 
Wang’ epoke a few words in Chinese, 
and Locke was taken along the picr. 
““Thero ho was lifted over tho’ edge, 
into the water. é 
is “fuce was white now, but atill 
pericoug cali, and he spol no word. 
Ho sunk in the water to his neck, 
Then, as his fect settled « 
tho water rose over his chi 
his lips. Only ‘by throwing his head 
ack, und stretching his chin, could he 
Breath, Ses Sifite “eal 
Tope was passed round him, bind- 
ing him with his back to the end of the 


Pi 


‘Then tho two Chineso glided away 
isappeared. 
Tang Wang stood on. tho pier, look- 
ing down at the detective." For somo 
moments bo was silent, sailing. Then 
he spoke. 
“Tr think you will write that letter 
tomorrow, Mr. Locke,” he said softly. 
‘Locke heard ‘his footsteps recede. 


Ho was left alone in the spacious 
garden. : 

Silenco and stiliness ley round him, 
save for the faint lap of the water. 
No living thing appeared in his sight. 


‘Tho mandarin, probably, had given 
orders that 0 one should enter the 


garden, At all events, the detective 
was left in coropleto solitude. 

‘Tho water lopped over his chin. Tho 
muscles of his neck were strained, as ho 
held his head back and his chin up. 
Yor the present it was only discomfort. 
In an hour it would be torture. And 
‘after many hours— 

Locke shivered. 

After many hours tho torture would 
be unendarable, He would yweleo 
death as a release from it. Would he 
weaken? Would he ory out for releaso, 
as he knew that his merciless encmy 
expected? Never that! But, tho alter- 
native was death—to drown like 2 dog 
when ho could Boar tho torture no 
longer! And it was borno in upon the 
mind of Ferrers Locko that this was the 
end of his carecr—that he had come to 
the mysterious land of China to dio 
unseen, unknown, unayenged — the 
yietim ‘of 2 mandarin whom he had de- 


feated so often, but who had, at long 
last, defeated him and doomed’ him. 


‘THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Mouse and the Lion ! 


corikey 


“ oO” groaned Billy 
Crouching ia the shadowy interior of 
the pagoda, he trembled from head to 


heart stood 


dered, appreiven 
man ‘tho garden might belong, 
what sort of a Chinaman he might be, 
and what would happen if the China- 
man found him there. And now he 
know 


‘Thero bad been footsteps in the 


garden, They died away, and Bunter 
peered out of tho pagoda, hoping to 
find the coast, clear, to steal away in 
search of a gate, and escape. And then 
he saw what caused tho blood to run 
cold in his veins. 

‘There was a man in. sight—o tall, 
well-built Chinaman, walking. slowly in 
flowing robes. To "fanned" himealé 
gently as ho walked, and smiled. But 
it was euch a smile as might. av 
wrinkled the visago of a tiger in tho 
jungle. Bunter gave tho. {aco 0 
startled, terrifiod blink, and thon backed 
hurriedly into the deepest shadows of 
tho pagoda. For he had recognised the 
aman who was coming up the path from 
tho lakerecognised him as. the China- 
aman who hid watched the Silver Star, 
rom his sampam, tho provious day, 
when the ‘yacht had glided. into. tho 
harbour, of Hong Kong. It was tho 
Mandarin. Tang Wang. 

Bunter's fat heart died within him. 

Tt.was Tang Wang! ‘That was whore 

reckless venture had landed him—-in 
the gardea of Tang Wang, the enemy 
of tho Greyfriars party, the chief of tho 
Red Dregon tong ! 

And Tang Wang was coming up the 
path from the lake to tho pagoda! His 
footsteps camo nearer and nearer. 

Terror scemed to chain Bunter and 
kocp him motionless. Had the man- 
darin seen him? Did Tang Wang know 
that ho was there? Bunter supprossed 
2 groan of sheer horror. Ho stared 
round wildly. ‘There wag a staircase, 
but he dared not mount it, ‘Tho man- 
darin would seo him as he camo in, 
Near at hand was a. tall, lacquored 
screen, before which stood some strange 
figures, aud” Bunter dodged behind 
tho setoen. He stood there with palpi- 
tating heart. 

Tho doorway was darkened by a tall 
fSgure; the mandarin entered. 

Bunter hardly breathe 

The tereen_was not solid, part of it 
was of open Gligres work, and through 
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the interstices, Bunter could see the 
burly, mandarin against the light. He 
crouched low, 

Obviously, Tang Wanj 
that anyone was there. 
towards the screen, each footfall a 
dcath Knell to Buntér’s cars, + But he 
stopped before the screen, and thero was 
silence. 

“through ono of tho slits in, the sereen 
Bunter could partly sce him. He was 
bowing to tho ground, and tho be- 
wildered fat junior wondered why. 
Then he realised that tho ivory Sgures 
‘on the other side of the screen must be 
some sort of Chinese gods, and that the 
mandarin was paying thorn his respects. 
Thrico the mandarin kow-towed to the 
ground bofore his gods, and then he 
began to speak in Chinese. A pungent 
qiour came to Bunter’s fat nose, Tang 
Wang had lighted inconse-sticks, 
they wero burning in honour of his 
gods. 

‘Then there wore footfalls again, 
Blinking through a slit in the lacquered 
sereon, Bunter saw tho mandarin 
depart ‘ 

‘Ho gasped with relief. 

Bileneo followed. 

Billy Bunter wiped the strcaming per- 
spiration from his (aco. Ho was still 
yndisegrered, thous! 2 cortain that 
‘Tang Wang’ would havo cut him to 
pice, had he been aware that & 
foroign dovill” had watched him at his 
devotions, ‘Tang Wang had beon re- 
turning thanks to his heathen gods for 
delivering an enemy into his power—the 
‘enemy whont ho had doomed to cruel 
torture, And ho departed, never dream 
ing that tho, pagoda had been tenanted 
by any but his gods, 

Bunter moved at Last. 

At ony, ritk, he had to 
this! ‘Tho sight of ‘Tang 
fairly curdlod his blood. A 

He eropt to the doorway and peered 
out, ‘Tho gardens lay silent and de- 
scrfod in the sunshine, ‘The trees cut 


did not, know 
fe came dircetly 


t out of 
ig had 


but, 
the _coolies. 
thousand angry coolies would not have 
scared him as the Mandarin Tang Weng 
seared him. 

‘And then, as Bunter watchod, ho b 
gang aware that he was not 
Jn the gardon, (His frightonod ¢ 
roving to and fro, caught sight 
faco—a {aco that r6so from the level of 
the lako’s waters, at tho end-of the little 
picr—the face of o shite man, 

Bunter stared at it, transfixed. 

Tt was tho face of Ferzere Locke! 

‘tho fat junior’s oyes distended behind 
‘his spectacles in utter amazoment. 

Ferrors Locke—within a score fest 
of him! Ferrers Locke, bound to the 
pier, his chin barely above the water! 
qbunter, wondered whether he was 

“Oh crumbs!” he geoved. 

For long minutes Bunter stood thore 
within the pagoda, staring. “A gust of 
wind from the distant mountains of 
China stirred and rippled tho lake, end 
tho water washed oved tho lips of tho 
bound detective. Buntor saw him gasp- 
ing for breath’ when the water sank 
evel again, 

That, doubtless, would be Bunter's 
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fate if he was caught! Every 
the fat junior's body urged him to 
flight. ‘The garden wes deserted, the 
way was clear; but eny moment might 
reveal an. en: ‘Bunter's fat legs 
almost walked away with him. 

But ho mado an effort. Serowing up 
his courage to tho sticking-point, Bunter 
hurried out of the pagoda, und ran to 
the pier in the lake. 

Ferrers Locke had fallen into the 
hands of the mandarin! He was a help- 
less prisoner, doomed to death! Bunter 
could not flee and leave him to it~ 
even Bunter ! 

He | reached 
gasped: 

“Mr. Locke!” 

Ferrers Locke gave a violent start. 

He bad given up hope. 

He wondered whether his senses wero 
leaving him when he heard the voice 
of Billy Bunter. 


the detective, and 


IAT say, it—it’s me— 
gasped the Owl of the 


ANOTHER READER WINS 
DANDY PENKNIFI 


Sent. in by Raymond Barnett, 


| 2, Tunnel Hill, Astwood 


Road, 
Worcester. 


“Yes! I say—” 

Only for a socond was Ferrers Locke 
shaken. The next ho was the cool and 
gomposod detective of Baker Street. 
His voice was calm, as if ho was chat- 
ting in the saloon of the Silver Star, as 
he spoke again. 

‘Have you knife, Banter?” 

ee 

“Cut mo " 

Banter groped in his pockets for his 
pocket-knife, He did not remember 
which pocket it was in, and he tried all 
the wrong pockets frst. But he found 
it at last, and opened it 

“Haste! whispered the detective. 

Buntor did not need telling to hasten, 
He blinked over his shoulder, and set to 
work in a great hurry. ‘The blade 
sawed through the that fastened 
Perrers Locke to the pier. 

Locke said no word. 
pe tts, omaH, astounded. by 
junter’s in the garden of Tang 
Weng. “But how Buntor bad como there 

red nothing for the moment. 
What mattered was to escape before & 


THE MAGNET 


ry nerve inswarm of the mandarin's followers dis- 


covered them and cut off escape. 

In a couple of minutes Locke was free 
from the pier, 

“Hold mo!” Ho spoke quietly. “My 
arms aro bound.” 

Bunter held to his collar and pulled. 
Locke sprawled half-orer the edge of 
tho pier. Bunter sawed at the cords 
wound and bound round him, and they 
fell apart. 

Ferrors Locke dragged himself lightly 
from the water. 


A couple of minutes, 
reached the wall wh id 
clambered over to escape tho coolies. 
x Locks swung the fat, junior. up 
the tree, and Bunter grasped the tile 
top of the wall. 

He rolled over, hung on, and dropped 
into tho path outside, Ferrers Locke 
clambered up in his turn, 

‘Thero was a shout from the garden. 

‘Thre or four Chinamen came running 
through tho lowering bushes, shouting 
as they ran. Locke looked back, He 
hung been seen 


ng 
A bullet whistled over tho detective’s 
himself over the wal 
9 road beside Bunter, 
d quietly. 


ere wae 
sifety for the Mandaria ‘Tao 
within the limits of the Bri 
torritory of Hong Kong. 

But if there was pursuit, Locko and 
Bunter sew nothing of it. "Locke know 
the way well, and in, ten minutes they 
reached 6 slopplag:place of the eablo 
cars in time to board » oar going down- 
hill, Bunter sank back into his soat 
with a gesp of relief, and wiped stream- 
1g pectpzation from his fat feos. 

ih lor’ I” he geeped, 

Locke ‘in his drenched clothes, Buntor 
in bis crimson cummerbund, attracted 
Guito slot of attention from the other 
pursensers The cir rattled down the 

ily road, bearing them into the safety 
of the crowded city. And elready, {ro 
bis Tusurigus houte on the i 
Bandarin "ras Booing—flee- 
ing trom Hong Kong. before the grasp 
of justice could be laid on him. 


Harry Wharton & Co., on board the 
Silver Star, wondered” what delayed 
Ferrers Locke, and what had become of 
Billy Bunter.’ But among their many 
surmises, they did not surmise that the 
fatuous ‘fat junior had saved Ferrers 
‘Locke from 8 death-trap in Hong Kong. 


‘THE END. 


fs one you'os just read? All of yout 
em, 

next yarn in this novel new seriet. Its 
simply stunning?) 


ere your Editor is pleased to answer q1 


interest. Write to him: Editor 


Fleetwoay House, Farringdon Street, B.C.4. 


of the 


will ensure a reply. 
on hobbies are always intoresting, and 
We a good iden to offer a little prize foe tho 


on my desk 
T thinl 


TES quite a larye pilo of lettors 


glub, wouldn't it? Will this reador write 
‘moe again, and give mo hi ‘oud 
tddreees when T wil write to hia 

‘By tho way, it ia impossible for me to 
answor quorien the same woek as I receive 
‘thom, because the Maanur goes to preas 
some’ time before it eventuslly ts 
way into your hands. So whoo an urgent 
reply ia Fequired, @ stamped, addressed 
envelope abould ‘be enologed, and I will 
{hy to tond an answer by return of post, 

fact that wo go to press no early 
accounts for some of my answers to queries 
boing out of date occasionally. For in- 
stance, in o recent roply I mentioned Vie 
Haxley, the speedway sider, doing tour 
laps at’ Wombley in 7 weconds. “By the 
time it appeared in print 
ANOTHER SPEEDWAY DEMON 

had broken Vio's record and ot up another, 
One of my Yorkshire chums—J. Barron, 
of Halifox—tella mo. that Burton 
holds. tho track record in his locality, 
having done four laps ia 1 minuto 30 
eoconds. But it ia impossible to compare 
dliforont, dors, bocause the Tongth of 


i 


‘tho trnok varies at different. speedway. 
Jack “Ormston has put up the fastest 
timo for the quarter mile in this country. 
He ‘did (ata apeed of 47.88 miles por 


HE noxt lotter this weok comes 
from F. 0. Dunn, of Romford, 
who sakes for 
A FEW TIPS ON EDITING. 

‘Ho haa just boon mado oditor of hia schoot 

agasine, and be thinks X might be ablo 

‘te help his. Of course, o lot depends on 

Sort of a magazito it is, But my 

um. should get hold of a numbor of 
contributors with a keen sense of humour, 
for the more humour. thera is in « school 
ine, the better it will bo received. 

Ho should avoid anything “stodgy " and 
prevail ones many people as 

cusible 0 send tn articles andl stories, 
‘there is 9 boy at school who can writs 
light ‘verses, on the style of our “* Grey- 

‘iars nts,” this is sure ta 

bo.a popular feature. 

In fast, my chum can’t do better, than 
model bin paper on tho lines of “The 

Greyfriars Herald.” Koap it bright and 


gparkling, oad be bang up-to-date with | bei 


wuch things es sport features, Articles 
Do it 
Now! 


do | best contribution. 


If thoro are any boy 
this school who have traveliod a lot, the 
Should bo: goked to. weito up their ad 
ventores, |The best advice Tan give to 
fan amateur editor is to keep his paper as 
different. as possible from other’ pnpere. 
Do not ty to imitate profess Dapere, 
ut, seek to give your magazine ‘au in: 
Gividuality wbiob will be all ite own. 
Having got that off my chest let's havo 
2 lavgh st the following joke which hae 
won for F.C. Ts 
Dalaton, E. 


‘The Police Commissioner was 


Jnterviewing an applicant for a 
position In the polles foree, 


‘and whe ‘igus hinsolf = Laguirer” 
who : 2 writes 
to mo to any that ™ 


HE WANTS TO JOIN THE NAVY, 

‘and would like to know what tho rig of 
lusfacket is. The ordinary uniform is 
the famniliag biue serge affair, with a jumper 
jacket, and wide, bell-bottomed trousers. 

0 collar ig of light blue jeon with three 
rows of white tepe, and the neck is open, 
showing a white flomnel, This is the uni- 
forma of the ecaman branch, but thero are 
other branches, such aa cooks, stowards, 
clerks, sick-bay attendants, and so on. 
‘Theso wear single-breasted conta with black 
buttons. ‘The double-breasted coata with 
brass butions aro only worn by officers 
‘and chief potty officers, 

‘A boy can onter the Navy at the ago of 
fourteon and o half, and s0 Jong as he i 
physically ft, and bas an ordinary educs- 
tion, bo hea ‘no examinations to pass Yo 
order to become a ship's boy. But ho must 
pass examinations to become an able soa- 
man, a leading seaman, a petty. officer, 


or a chief petty officer, while, if he is really 
a go-ahead youngster, there ie nothiog t® 
prevent him from eventually 


‘becoming an 
Officer. 

Boys in tho Navy have to attend schoo! 
‘where they are trained not oply technically, 
but in ordinary educational subjects. 
‘My chum should apply at the nearest 
Naval recruiting office for full particulars, 
He gan obtain the eidreee from is 
neighbouring post-office. 

fo same feader wants to know of 
A OURE FOR BLUSHING, 
‘There is only one cure, and that is to got 
Fid of self-covsciousness. Blushing and 
shy comes from a sense of inferiority, 
which is a great drawback to any boy. 


‘Send along your Joke or your Greufriars Limerick —or 
feather pocket wallets and. Sheffield steel penknives. AU 
ite Strect, London, B.0.4 (Comp), 


“© Magnet,” 5, Oarmeti 


restions and discuss topics of general 
Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, 
‘A stamped and addressed envelope 


Pall yourvelt , obura; 
Say you aro as good as 
gnyone else—and you'll soon 


find that shyness will desert 
yout 

VERY _ interesting 

letter comes from 

XK. 0., of Scotland, 

who wante to. hoat 

moro sbont Ogilvy of the 

Remove in our atories. J 

have mentioned this to Frat 

Richards, ead doubtless my 

chum will get his desire 

Branted in the near futuro, 

“ Mr, X hos doolt with the 

ext query, which comes from 

J.T. Harvey, of Brighton, 
‘aad concerns 


THE INDIAN BASKET 
‘TRICK, 


A boy 


ploced in 9 basket the lid is 
closed and’ 


padlocked, and then several 
‘swords aro plunged through it, But the 
boy comes out again ecathloss. In this 
cade the vide of tho basket which is farthest 
‘away from the audience is 0 triok si 
‘and thie falle back on o hinge, allowing the 
to roll out of the basket on tho for 
side while tho ewords are being plunged 
into it, Thon, when the swords nro with 
drawn, the boy rolle baal into the basket— 
and bobs up smiling when it is opened t 


Here aro two ropid-liro replies i= 
A STAMP QUERY | 

("Philetelist,” of Cobh): Tho frat, 
stamp ieeued boaring tho likeness of a 
Pope was 1929 Chatity stamp, jasued in 
Spain im aid of funds for the exploration 
‘of the eatacomba at Rome, In tho some 
year ho stamps of the Vatican Stowe were 
issued. 


FREE LANTERN LECTURES. 

(John Murphy, of Liverpool): Various 
‘Gems lopd lantern slides for the purpose of 
lectures. You should write to the Prost 
Bureau, 85. Broadway, 8,W.1, for 
particulars. 

Tim just about at the end of my spaco 
now, a0 I'll pass on this Groyfriara limerick 
which has been sent in by M. Murray, of 


28, Marino Crescent, Clontarf, Dublin, 
who guts a Maou pocket wallet for it 


‘Two bounders oamed Skinner and Snoop, 
‘With Stott form a ** scandalous ”” group. 
‘They not only try 
smoke and to ie; 
Bat to gambling these slackers Will stoop} 


pivpenney— mapa 
You'll find Frank Richards well at the 
Pree 
“GREYFRIARS OHUMS IN CHINA!" 
sean ie gees 
of Harry Wharton & Co, There's fun in this 
ead Hh you'll voto it oue of tho best that 
goatee are 
woe poe 
wena Sree wiv sty PY there 
tee ee rs 
ext week, and the author has put hie very 
Sion ae oe 
Sark, dtitwreceaa ie 
{Tho Tet Match Hope,” provod eo popu: 
gp ge oe 
ting story for you cl This is a 
Tee Bhai fede on tte heels ot the 
‘You"llchuckleat the“ Greyfriare Herald” 
upplengont next, week, and ‘also at our 
Pil slag. bo. qvother interesting footer 
ere 
ieee, 


YOUR EDITOR. 


both—and win our useful prices of 
efforts to be sent to: civ 


CONTINUING OUR EPIC WAR 


SERIAL. 


THE FLYING SPY! 


By GEO. E. ROCHESTER. 


(INTRODUCTION ON PAGE 27, 


‘As Von Arm climbed, a fitth Albatross went plunging earthwards, engulfed in 
blood-red 


flame and black, eddying smoke ! 


‘The Return of the SMberkugel ! 

OMMANDANTE | OZ\VARTR, 

€ - officer in charge of Saarbrucken 

Acrodrome, had ‘but newly 

sn, ond was in the act of 

shaving .when’the door of his room was 

thrown violently open and the Baron 
Barlnann dashed in. 

“Herr Commandante—” gasped the 
baron. 

Commandanto, Ozwarte faced hiro 
furiously, blood welling from a cut 
caused by the sudden startling entry. 

“Donner und blitzen !” he exploded. 
“What, the devil do you mean by rush: 
ing in hero in that manner?” 

“But, Herr Commandante—” 

«I will not havo it!” thundored tho 
commandante, who was blessed with an 
almost exaggerated sense of his own 
importanee, and who, int 


demand the right to, be 


she 


shouted the Daron 
“Well, what has tl 


ily. 
t got to do with 
demanded the commandante, ges 


ticulating exc “ 
haren't stolen 

He was warming rapidly to his theme, 
his wrathful, lathered visage presenting 
‘© uniquo colour scheme in mottled erim- 
son and white. 

“T take this #3 a deliberate insult!” 
he thundered. “Here is dawn alinost 
at hand—T om shaving—I have’ tho 
bombers to get off to Ouchy—and you 
have the colossal impertinencs to come 
‘Bouncing in here. accusing me of steal- 
it wretched aeroplane 


ily with his razor. 


Hunted by Allied airmen— 

Hunted by German airmen— 

Guy Tempest, British to the 

backbone, fights a lone battle 

with the odds heavily against 
him ! 


“I am not accusing you of stealin 
my acroplano!” shouted tho baron, 
havo como hero to tell you that it's 
gone, and I believe tho dog who has 
taken it is none other than that accursed 
ido von Sturm !” 

gasped the commandanto, 
He stood as though petrified, eyes 
goggling, mouth agape. 

“Tam cortain Iam right!” wont on 
the baron excitedly, When I first met 
him I) thought he was Guido von 
Sturm!” 

For ® long moment Commandant 
Oswarte stared at him, Thon, deliber- 
ately ho placed his razor on tho wash- 
stand, and as deliberately wiped his 
faco with, a towel. 

Now,” he said heavily, dabbing with 
the towel at tho cut on his face, “I will 
hear the details of this, You’ say you 


tho fellow. Where did you. moot 
him, and how did you allow him to 
stoal your machine?” 


“T ‘mot him in a cafe in the Laden- 
strasse,” began the baron. "Ho intro. 
duced’ himself as tho Loutnant 
Felbo—" 

“In other words,” cut in tho com. 
mandante unpleasantly, “you allowed 
this fellow—a total stranger to yourself, 
I take it?—to got into conversation with 
you in a filthy, third-rate cafo, Very 

i very nico indeedi Pray 


“Von Arn, Larm, and, Zobel, were 
thore,” said the baron, flushing. “They 
will ‘corroborato what I say. ‘This 
fellow claimed to have met mo at Karl 
ruhe. His faco was vaguely. farailiar, 

, we allowed him 


our party. 
“Oh, 60 you allowed him to join your 
gh?) Bower and better! 


[resent your tone, Horr Comman- 
danto sata tho baron, sharply. 

"Ie appears to me,” retorted Com 
mandante Ozwarte, “that you #re not In 
f position to resent anything | Will you 
tikaly continue? 

"Our conversation,” proceeded Baron 
Karmann, “eventually” turned onthe 
speed and power of my ‘Silberkugel 
Scout. ‘This Loutoant Fale exprested 8 
wish to seo the oihine” 

eBo° you ‘agreed to. show him it” 
snoered the ‘commangante,” "Yes, "T 
Eegin to understand now.” 

Pain endeavoring s4id tho baron, 
his voige quivering with suppressed. pas: 
Sion “to bear in mind the rank you 
held. But T warn you Twit not 
Uetate your tone much longer.” 

You ‘will talerate, it” rapped, tho 
commandante, just as iong a2 1 Tike. 
Get ‘on with what you have to sey!" 
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With an obvious effort the baron kept 
himself under control. 

“The fellow accompanied mo to the 
aerodrome,” he said. "He expressed a 
doubt as” to. the efficiency of tho 
machine's engine ignition. I had a 
inechanie swing the propeller, and, be- 
fore I realised what was happening, 
Felbe had swung himself into the coe 
pit. Before any of us could stop him 
ho gavé the machine open throttle and 
took off 1” 

“Well, and what do you want me to 
do?” demanded Connandante Ozwarte. 

“AM acrodromes and anti-sireraft 
batteries must be warned to keep & 
look-out. for the machine,” ‘said the 
baron, ““I tell you I suspect the thief of 
being that infamous traitor, Guido von 
Sturm!” 

“But that is impossible” exclaimed 
the commandante. “Von Sturm, the 
urged fat, has joined the Englanders, 
cured 7 

‘A éudden roar of powerful aero 
‘engines out on the acrodrome cut in on 
his words. Simultaneously tho lanky, 
leather-clad form of Squadron-Leader 
Nurren appeared in the open doorway. 

"Tho squadron is ready to take off for 
Ouchy, Herr Commandante!” he said, 
rigid at the salute, 

"Yes, yes,” responded Commandante 
Oawarts, reaching for his tunic, “Very 

sd! Twill see tho machines off, 
fauptmann Nurren !” 

“But what about my stolen scout?” 
interjected Baron Karlmann angrily. 
“This is a matter which brooks of no 
delag—" : pn 

“And do you think, you stupid fo0l,’ 
snucled the commandante, “thet tho 

lispatching 
brooks of delay? I will deal with your 
affair later 

Baron Karlmann stepped back. 

‘Very good !” ho said stifiy. 

Struggling into his tunic, and button: 
ing it with clumsy fingers, Comman- 
danto Ozwarte strode from’ the room, 
followed by Squadron-Leader Nurren. 

‘Out on tho acrodrome, in the grey 
light of early. ‘moming, wood | ten 
Albatross bombers, engines ticking over. 


the bombers to Ouchy I 


sauadron’s engines as euch pilot opened 
up_his throttle. 

‘Suddenly Nurren’s hand whipped up. 
In response to the signal the waiting 
mechanics puled away the chocks from 
in Trout of the tgred wheels uf the under: 

Gathering impetus, the squadron 
swept forward ‘across the acrodrome. 
The ground swirled past faster and 
faster until it became but a greyish blur. 
‘Then, as tails came up and control-sticks 
were’ eased back, the squadron soared 
into the air in a iong, upward climb. 

‘At two hundred fect they wheeled, to 
circle onco over the hangars. before 
swinging westwards towards the line. 

‘And as they did so there came hart- 
ling down upon them from out of the 
mists of morning the black Silberkugel 

Baron Karlmsnn. 
ith engine thundering at full revolu- 
tions, and wind shrieking madly through 
fiying wires and struts, it tore down on 
the Albatross squadron, its synchronised 
gun ablaze. 


Over Saarbrucken ! 


TRAIGHT through the formation 
] te the lnk Sons, olde 

screaming dive until it was less 

than fifty feet above the ground. 
‘Thon back camo its control-stick, and it 
coared up and up in a wild zoom, to roll 
and dive again with snarling gun 


aflame. 

So suddenly, and with such savage 
ruthlessness, had come the attack, that 
tho Albatrosses were thrown” into 
momentary confusion. 

But the German pilots were no fledg- 
Hoga. Thay, were som. who bad wee 
ir spurs in ‘many. a desperate 
above the battle smoko of the Western 
Front. And now, with the instinct of 
the fighting pilot, they broke formation, 
Control-sticks were whipped forward, 


Pilots and. observers were already in Bai 


their cockpite. 
“You has 
mann?” said the comma: 
to Nurren. 
“Yes, Herr Commandante.”” 


jour orders, Herr Haupt- 
dante, turning 


“You will bomb from a height of it 


twelve thousand feet,” went on Com- 
mandante Ozwarte; “if visibility permits. 
If visibility is bad, you will bomb from 
the highest altitude conducive to 
accuracy. Should you be attacked on 
your way to the line, you will—bearing 
in mind the high explosive you carry 
we your own 

son 8 


liscretion as to whether 
jght of seek safety in the clouds.”" 

Very good, Herr Commandante!” 

Commandante Orwarte held out his 


hand. ; 
"Good-bye, then, Nurren,” he said, 
“and good luck?” 


‘Squadron-Leader Nurren took the out- 
stretched hand in a brief, firm grasp. 
Then, stepping back, ‘he saluted 
smartly, turned on his heel, 


and walked ‘towards his 
machine. 

Reaching it, he swung him- 
relf up into the cockpit. 


Drawing on his fying gloves, 
he down his goggles, 
is fingers closed on the 
throtile. 

‘The drone of, the sae 
running engino deepened to a 
thunderous, pulsating roar, a 
roar which merged with a 
was lest in the deafening, 
yoverborating thunder of the 


(a cha APSE 
fai ll ou ive. 
‘The, pilet of one, his spine shatlored 
by @ burst of bullots, slumped forward 
over his controls... His machine dropped 
‘nose, and, tbundoring sarthwards 
with propeller whirling at. full revolu- 
tions, crashed on the aerodrome below 
in a welter of splintering wood and 
riven fabric. 

"he other Albatross 10 away out of 
tho fight, with rudder and tail: plane 
Betis th ele 

ilot striving dospera ull out of 
What, in. his boar, he knew’ to be the 
death spin. 

But, as though to make certain of its 

‘the black Silberkugel scout ewang 

dive end tore in et him 

ing gun Pip- 
lage. 

lot turned his head, 

hin face grey with the knowledge of the 


however, 
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a 


death which was so close. He had @ 
vision of a bare-headed boy. crouched 
over the controls of tho oncoming scout ; 
then eae sudden eternal blackness a 
burst of bullets tore through him. 

But, to avengo their two comrades, to 
wipe ‘out this madman who, single- 
handed, had dared to attack their forma 
tion, the Albatresses were now thunder 
ing down on the scout, the gloved fingers 
of the pilots curled round the triggers 
of their synchronised guns, 

Tt, was Nurren who fed the formation 
of the attack, his thin,. firm lips drawn 
Into a, tight, cruel lino; his eyes blazing 
behind their goggles, 

But, darting ‘and twisting. Tike a 
hawk, tho swift little scout pulled clear 
of ‘that “solid ‘wedge of blazing guns 
tearing down upon it, and went boring 
up into the grey sky of morning. 

With a sharp wing turn, it whecled 
gnd roared down again on the Alhatross 

formation, 

Ah, tho suicidal madness of that dive 
when the way of escape lay open! 

But, crouched over the controls in tho 
gockpit of the Silberkugel scout, Guy 
Tempest was grimly determined to fight 
to the last cartridge, 

Outcast, though he was, he would 
strike at least one shrewd blow for Eng- 
land, And if he went under—well, who 
‘would care—who would mourn? 

Breaking formation, the Albatrosses 
wheeled, and, with notes up, turned to 
meet the Silberkugel scout.” Abovo the 
tumultuous, deafening roar of aero 

ies sounded the spitting snarl of 
ing gens as they converged on the 
black machine hurtling down towards 


them. 
Cn’ the nerodromo below, Com 
mandante Ozwarte was stamping ar 
raving like a man possessed. 
There ia your stolen scout, curse 


yout he screamed, gripping tho Baron 
rlmann 


the ‘arm and pointing 
upwards with shaking hand. “Donnor 
und blut!” But, thero will be a reckon- 


ing. for. thie! Someone will bo broken 
by id High gem mand——'" iit 

«Yes, you-for ignoring my warning!"” 
snarled’ Kerimann,, wretehiog. his arm 
from tho other's. aren “T told you, 
ze. stupid fool, that it was Guido von 
fuirm who bad stolen my machin 

"You di Grwarto, with 
en oath, "'You merely said that you 
Suspected the thief might be that cussed 
raitor. You don’t know even now if it 
is Von Sturm in the cockpit of your 
scout.” 

Baron Karlmann laughed bent 

* Who else but he?” he jeered, Who 
else can fight like thet, you blockhead? 
Look, rot you~look!” ‘Thero goes 
another of our Albatrossos down in 
flames!” 

Bellowing and shoutin, 
Ozwarte turned and ran for 


not!” swore 


like a maniac, 
the hangars, 
in front of which mechanics and pilots 
wero watching tho fight. 

“Every available machine, will tako 
the eir at oncol” ho roared. “Stir your- 
selves, curse you! Donner und blitzen! 
What'aro you standing gaping there for, 
sou pigs?” 

“Hauptmann Nurren will not require 

tance, | Herr an 
dante,” said Von Arn, who, 
roused from his bed by the 
fight, was standing on the 
terrace clad only in grostcost 
over his pyjamas. 

“Silence!” raved Ozw 
“How daro you argue wi 
me, you dog? Take the air 
at once, or I shall put you 
under instant arrest 

‘Flushing dully, Von Arn 
turned to the nearest 
mechanics. 

“Whee! my. machine out 


B 


immediately 1” ho rapped. Then, to the 
Leutoant Larm why was standing by: 
“Narron-will "he "mrost-flattered by the 
Horr Commandante’s opinion of the 
colirage and eapabilitics of his sauadron 
in the air.” 

“Insolence?” raved Ozwarte. “Inso- 
ence most foul! When you land, you 
will consider yourself under arrest ! 

‘Von Arn laughed. spd, buttoning 
greateoat close about him, swung him 
felf up into tho cockpit “of his Fokker 
scout, which tho eager siechanies had 
wheeled from the liangar, 

He switehed on, and, as = mechanic 
swung on the propeliér, the engine 
roaréd into life, and tho anachine swept 
ward to take tho ai 
rl clita, 
‘Trouchéd over his controls, and minus 

goggles and helmet, "Von Arn took stock 
of the batts being fought out overhead. 

Already four of the Albatrossos had 
been shot: down by the pilot of the 
Silberkugel scout, who appoared to bo 
as yet unscathed. “And'as Von Arn 
climbed ho saw & fifth Albatross eoine 


Plunging earthwards out ‘of tho fight, 
suigulted in blood-red flame and bleak, 
{dying smoke, 


‘wholo fight from its commonco- 
mont, had not lasted six minates, and 
already ‘the madman. in the cockpit, of 
Hho; Silborkugel had sho: down. five 
“Albatros His machine, darting, 
swerving, and diving, with the swiftness 
‘of. hawic, presented a small and clusive 

target to the double-seater Albatrosses 
witch 'by their very numbers. had pre- 
aonted an casy prey for his blazing gun. 

But to get im—no matter what the 
cost—Nureon was determined. 

‘His haggard features grimed with oil 
end powder, his thin lips drawn back. in 
Vicious snarl, he wheeled his, machine 
and drove, it towards the blsck ‘sgout, 
which, with lurid gin-aflente, nas Adure 
dozing down again on the reeling and 
Scattered remnants of the" Albatross 


formation. 

Suddenly tho Silborkugel, flattoned 
outeiTts:gun censod to ire and, pulling 
‘a swilt wing turn, it thundered away 


towards tho cast. 
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So unexpected and unlocked for_was 
this amazing withdrawal from the fight 
that the German pilots were moment- 
arily bewildered. “Then wheeling thoir 
machines, and led by Nurron and Von 
‘Arm, they roated eastwards in‘pursuit. . 

But pursuit was hopeless, for as Baron 
Karlmann had said, the Silberkugel was 
faster than cither “Albatross of Fokker. 

Spmo fifteen: minutes. Jator tho pur- 
suidg-machines gave up the chase; and 
turning, winged their way wearily back 
to'Saarbruckor Acrodrome. 

“Ah, the coward!” stormed Com 
mandante Ozwarte to Nurron, as tho 


ANOTHER POCKET WALLET 
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imerick 
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As a. master, 
Snrquet 
Have you sent in a immrich yet? 
If not, why not ? 


Jattex vacated his: cockpit after landing. 
“To have run like thal 
have, got him in 
“86 he ran!” 


“You are-wrong!” retorted Nurren 


harshly. “He. wes no comaed, cd ™ 
wmetridges—that was 
Suliod’ out of the ight 


mandante wud “strode towards the 
hangars. 

“Horo—wait!” | Commandanto Gz. 
warto ran after him and graspéd hitn 


by a leather-clad orm, 


‘You -would 
Ihe ksiow it 
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Karmann swears the pilot of thet 

scout, is Guido yon Sturm, What do 

Youthink? Werp you over close enough 
to. identity Nim? 

‘Nurfen halted, 

“I nover shad. a clear zxiow of Biv 
faec,” ho’ eaid'gratingly, “but thera ia 
only’ onefightiig pilot like thit on the 
Western Front, You can inform tha 
High Command. that. Quido von Sturm 

183 refltrnidd to Germany !” 

Forty kiloinotres-cast of Saarbrucken 
was tho’Gorman No. 4 School of Acti 
Fighting afd it was here. thit Guy 
‘Tempest lauded lesa thin: half.an -bout 
aftér pulling Dut of the Sght with the 
Albatrosses. 

Tk was potto! ho wanted, 

In landing at No. 4 School of Acrial 
Fighting, howovér, ho considered himi- 
felt reaionably eate ‘provided that i 
wean possible for him to take off aKail 
within a few minutes. Tho Albiatrosscs 
qnuld sonroely yot have arrived at Guak- 
Brucken and, watil they di 
mandante Ozvvarte, would. noturéthy no} 
‘send out word to other acrodpomts and 


Bat hevesta be crizariteod te cho Higt 
Command “and General Headquarters 
and from there ro-transmitted to the 
Yarious acfodromes, anti-nircraft bat- 
terios, and: military’ units, 

Uthat ‘would take time, So, while 
ising that danger ‘might exist, bat 
risking’ thit, it “could. do so at’ tho 
monient? Guy Iadded hyd taxied in to- 
wards, the .hangars of the “Sebool of 
Aerial Fighting. Would ho be detained ? 


{Buy Tempest looks tike having a very 
seafin time of it Before he reaches 
Berlin, docen’t he? But you'tt find him 
frilly-prepared. for alt’ emergencies, 
Don't ‘miss: neet’ week's concluding in- 
‘statment of ‘his great War cerial, 
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